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Advertifement. 

CJ^HE chief Defign oftbi Alieratiens in the following 
-^ Play^ ivas to clear the Original as much as poffibU 
from the Jingle and ^ibble which were always the 
ObjeSfions "to the reviving it. 

Tbefudden Change of Romeo'j Lvoe from Roialine 
to Juliet-, was thought by many^ at the firjl Revival of 
the Play^ to be a blemifi in his Charalfer \ an Altera^ 
tion in that particular has been made more in Com- 
pliance to that Opinion^ than from a ConviSfion that 
Shakefpeare, the beft Judge of human Nature^ was 
faulty. 

BandellOy the Italian Novellijl^ from whom Shake- 
ipeare has borrowed the SubjeSf of this Play^ has made 
Juliet to wake in the Tomb before Romeo dies: This 
Circumftance Shakefpeare has omitted^ not perhaps from 
Judgment^ but from reading the Story in the French 
9r Engliih Tranffation^ both which have injudicioufly 
left out this Addition to the Catajfrophe, 

Mr. Otway in his Caius Marius. a Tragedy taken 
from Romeo and Juliet, has made ufe of this affeSf^ 
$ng Circumflance^ but it is matter of Wonder that fo 
great a dramatic Genius did not work up a Scene from 
it of more Nature^ Terror and Dijirefs — -^Such a 
Scene was attempted at the Revival of this Play^ 
and it is hop*d^ that an Endeavour to fupply the fai'* 
lure of fo gneat a Majler will not be deemed arro* 
gant^ or we making ufe of two or three of his Intro- 
duSlory Lines, be accounted a Plagiarifm, 

The Perfons who from their great Good nature and 
Love ofjuftice have endeavoured to take away from 
the prefent Editor the little Merit of this Scene by afcri- 
ting it to Otwzy^ have unwittingly, /r^w the Nature 
of the Accufationy paid him a Compliment which he 
believes they never intended him. 
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Dramatis PerfonsB. 



Kfcalttii 

Paris, 

Mountagoe^ 

Capukty 

Mercuci*, 

Senvolie, 

Tibalt, 

'0/</Capulct. ^ 

Triar Lawrence^ 

Friat J«htl. 

Balthafar, 

Gregory, 

SampToiif 

Abram^ 

JULIET. 

Lady Capalet. 
Manci 



Mr. Qdrrid. 

Mr. Bravsif* 

Mr. lace^. 

Mr. Burton* 
Mr. Berfy. 
Ms. fTofiifw^d. 
Mr. Mozeett. 
Mr. ^/oi^i. 
Mr. Jobnfin. 
Mr. Hcsvardm 

Mr. Jckman, 
Mr. ^. ^'Atf^^tfM, 
Mr. C%/&. 
Mr. Mb-r. 

Mri. C^ur. 
Mrs. Btfwei. 
Mrs, ^^3W»^/. 



Cititeens ^Verona, fiviral mm ahd wmtm 

nkftions to Capukt, Masken^ Guards, 

and othir Attfndants^ 



ri^ S C E N E, in the beginning of the fifth 

4^, is in Mantua •, during aU the reft of 

the Ply ^ in and near Yctom. 
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ROMEDin 




■l 



AG T J- S C E N E I. 

The Street in Ytrotiz. ^ " '" 

Samp^oh. "^ ^s^^nt\ 



Entir milm^3iSi^i!s. ' 

Sam. *My naked weapon i& pa^ ; Qi|Uirrel, I, wi)l )back 

theei but Let us take the law of otr fides : let 

them oegin. 

Greg. I will frown as I paft by, and let thetn take it 
as they lift. 

Sam. Nay as they dare. I will bite my thumb at 
them, which is a difgrace to them, if they bear it. 

ji^r. Bo you bit« your thumb at as. Sir ? 

Sa^. I do bite my thumb, Sir. 

Ahr> Do you bite your thumb at us. Sir f 

Sam. Is the law on our fide, if 1 fay ay ? 

Greg. No. 

Sam. No, Sir, I do not bite my thumb at you. Sir: 
but I bite my thumb. Sir. 

A 4 r- ^^^ 
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8 Romeo and Juliet, 

^^tq^ Do yon qBairel, ^ir ? "' J ^^^ --- - 

w4!5r. Qgarrel, Sir? no, Sir, 

.Sam, If yw do. Sir, I am for 70a: I fcrfc u good a 

u<b-. .tfo betteiV 5ir. ,*'v*:.\ ■ ' v->3 

Aw/)vea,.«n :■; V.-- -'' '■• ' . ■ . -'-.•1 

£«^ir BcHVolki. ^ ^^ 

Greg, Say better : here comes one of my mafter't 

Mr, You lyc» 
\ Sam. Braw, if yo« he^mett.- -Gregory, re m emb e r thy 
fwafhiag blow. i^j^eyjigh. 

Ben, Part, fooK^ p^t up your fwoMs, yOu know not 
what you do. 

fWir Tfbak. ^ 

Tih. What, art thou drawn amongil: theb heartleft 
hinds ? . 

Turn thee, Benvolh, lec^ upon thy death. 

^«^ J da^Qt keep the peace ; pttt.4p dby^iWolrdy 
Or 'man?ge it to p^rt thefe «n^n with me, 

Yih' what draWn, and talk of peace ? I hate the word 
As I hatehellr^ all Mountaguej and thee: 
Have at thee, coward. , l^g^^- 

.7 ' H Entir ihrH irf^ citi$uni nmtb clubs. 

Offi* Clubs, bills, and partifans ! fb-ike ! beat them 
down. 
Down with the Capidets^ down with the Mounfagues, 

Enter old Capulet in bis GotJim, 

Cap. What noife is this ? give me my fword, 
My (word, I fay r old Mount ague is come. 
And flouriihes his blade in fpite of me. 
£«/^r 0A/ Mountague. 

Moun, Thou villain, Cafulet Hold me not, let 

me go. 

Enter Prince «wgtb Attendants, 

Prin, Rebellious fubjefts, enemies to peace, 
Prophaners of your neighbour-'ftained fteel— — 
Will they not hear ? what ho ! you men ! you beafts, 

That 
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Romeo and Juliet, 9 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage. 

With purple fountains iiTuing from your veins; 

On pain of torture, from thofe bloody hands 

Throw your mif tempered weapons to the ground. 

And hear the fentence of your moved prince. 

Three civil broils, bred of an airy word. 

By thee, old Caputet^ and Mountagucy 

Have thrice difturbM the quiet of our flreets : 

Aud made Veronc^s ancient citizens 

Call by their grave befeeming ornaments ; 

To wield old partizans in hands as old. 

If ever you affright our flreets asain. 

Your lives ihall pay the forfeit of the peace. 

For this time all the reft "depart away. 

You, Capuletf (hall go along with me ; 

And Mountague, come you this afternoon. 

To know, our further pleafure in this cafe. 

Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. 

lExmnt Prince and Capulet, ^c. 



S C E N E ir. 

Mantnt Mountague and Benvolio. ' 

MouH. \X7 HO fet this ancient quarrel now abroach ? 
VV Speak, nephew, were you by when it 
began ? 
' Ben. Here were the fervants of your adverfary. 
And yours, clofe fighting, ere I did approach ; 
I d^ew to part them : In the inftant came 
The fiery libalt, with his fword prepared. 
Which as he breathed defiance to my ears. 
He fwung about his head, and cut the winds. 
While we were interchanging thrufts and blows. 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
'Till the Prince came. 

Mnun, O where is Romeo f Saw you him to day ^ 
Right glad, am I, he was not at this fray. 

Ben. My lord, an hour before the worfhipp'd fun 
Pcer'd through the golden window of the Eaft, 
A troubled mind ditw me to walk abroad ; 
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19 Romeo anJ Juliet* 

Where underneath the grove of fycamoor. 
That weftw^d rooteth from this city fide. 
So early walking did I fee yoar fon, 
TowVds him I made, but he was 'ware of me. 
And ftole into the covert of the wood. 
I meafaring his affedions by my own, 

{That moil are bulled when they're moil alone,) 
^urfu*d my humour, not purfuing him. 
And gladly (hunn'd, who gladly fled from me. 

Moun. Many a morning hath he there been feea 
With tears augmenting the fre(h morning dew ) 
But all fo foon as the dl-chearing fun 
Should, in theiarthelt eafl, begin to draw 
The fhady curtains from Auroras bed. ; 
Away from light deals home my heavy fon. 
And private in his chamber pens himfelf ; 
Shuts up his windows, locks fair day-light out. 
And makes himfelf an artificial night. 
Black and portentous muft this humour prove, 
Unlefs good counfel may the caufe remove. 

Ben. my noble uncle, do you know the caufe ? 

Mouft. I neither know it, nor can learn if^ of him. 

Bin, Have you impbitun^d him by any means ? 

Moun. Both by myfelf and many other friends ; 
But he, hn own afi^on's counfdlor, 
Is ;to himfelf, I will not fay, how true;. 
But to himfelf fo fecret and fo clofe. 
S(5 far from founding and difcovery ; 
As is the bud bit with an envious worm. 
Ere he can fpread his fweet leaves to the air. 
Or dedicate his beauty to the fun. 

Ben. So pleafe you. Sir, Mercuitq^ and myfelf 
Are mod near to him ; be*t that our years. 
Statures, births, fortunes, ftudies, inclinations, 
Meafure the rule of his, I know not ; but 
Friendfhip ftill loves to fert him with his like. 
We will attempt upon his privacy, , 
And could we learn from whence his forrows grow. 
We would as willingly give cure, as knowledge. 

Mcf0. 'Twill bind us to you ; good Benvolio, go. 
fien. Well know his grievance, or be hard denied. 

[Exeunt federally. 
SCENE 
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Romeo and Juliet. i i 

s c E N E in. 

Before CapuktV H9ufi. 
Enter Capulet, Paris, and a Servant , 
^ap, AND Mountague is bound as well as I, 

jn^ In penalty alike; and 'tis not hard 
For men fo old as we to keep the peace. 

Par Of honourable reckoning are you both. 
And pity 'tis you liv'd at odds fo long : 
But now, my lord, what fay you to my fuit ? 

Cap. But faying oVr what I have faid before. 
My child is yet a Granger in the world. 
She hath notTeeii the change of eighteen yean ; 
Let two more funimers wither in their pride. 
Ere we may think her ripe to be a wife. 

Par, Younger than fhe are happy mothers made* 

Cap, And too foon marr'd are thofe fo early made : 
The earth h,ath fwallpw'd all my hopes but her^ 
But woo her, gentle Paris^ g«t her heart ; 
If Ihe agree, within her fcope of choice 
Lies my confent ; fo woo her, gentle Paris. 
This night I hold an old accuftom'd feaft. 
Whereto I have invited many a friend, 
Such as I love, and you among the reft; 
One more moft welcome f 
Come go with me. Go firrah trudge about • 

[7i afervemt^ 
Through fair Verona \ find thofe perfons out, 
Whofe names are written there; and to them fay, 
My houfe and welcome on their pleafuresftay. \txeunt. 



SCENE IV* 

A W$od near Verona. 

Enter BeAvolio and Mercutio. 

Mer. QE E where he deals— Told I you not, BennnM$p 

iJ5 That we Ihould find this melancholy Cupid 
Lock'd in fome gloomy covert, under key 
Of cautionary fiience ; with his arms 
Threaded, like tkefc crofs boughs, in forrow's knot; 

Enter 
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12 R O MEO tf«<i Ju L I 1 T. 

Emter Romeo. 

Sen. Good-morrow, Coufia. 
, Bern, Is the day fo young ? 
Bin. But new ftruck nine, 
Rom. Ah me ! fad hours feem long. 
Mer. Prithee, what fadnefs lengthens Roma's hours } 
Rom. Not having that, which having makes them fliort. 
Ben. In love, me feems! 
Alas, that love fo gentle to the view. 
Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proof! 

Rom. Where ihall we dine ? — O me— Couiin Bewvoih, 
What was the fray this morning with the Cafuletst 
Yet, tell me not, for I have heard it all. 
Here's much to do with hate, but more with love : 
Love, heavy lightnefs f ferious vanity ! 
Mif-fhapen chaos of well-feeming fomis ! 
This love feel I; but fuch my froward fate. 
That there I love where mod I ought to hate. 
Doft thou not laueh, my friend ?— Oh Juliet^ Juliet t 
I Ben. No, coz, I rather weep. 

Rom. Good heart, at what ?■■ ■■ . 
Ben, At thy good heart's oppreffion. 
Mer, Tell me in fadnefs, who fhe is you love f 
Ram. In fadnefs then, I love a woman. 
Mer. I aim'd fo near, when I fupposM you lov'd. 
Rom. A right gopd markiman ! and fhe's fair I love : 
But knows not of my love, 'twas thro' my eyes 
The fhaft empierc'd my heart, chance gave the wound. 
Which time can never heal : no ftar befriends me. 
To each fad night fucceeds a difmal morrow. 
And itiU 'tis hopelefs love, and endlefs forrow. 
-* Mer. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her. 
Rom. O teach me how I mould forget to think, 
Mer. By riving liberty unto thine eyes : 
Take thou tome new infcfiion to thy heart» 
And the rank poifon of the old will die. 
Examine other beauties. 

Rom. He that is ilrucken blind cannot forget 
The precious treafure of his eye fight loft. 
Shew me a miilrefs that is paffing fair; 
What doth her beauty ferve but as a note, 

Remembring 
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^ o M E o and Juliet. 13 

Remembring me, who paft that paffing fair ; 
Farewel, thou canft not teach me to forget. 

Mer, I warrant thee. If thou*lt but ftay to hear. 
To night there is an ancient fplendid feaft 
Kept hy old CapuUt, our enemy. 
Where all the beauties of Verona meet. 

Rom. At Cafulet\ \ 

Mer, At Capulet\ my friend. 
Go there, and with an unattainted eye, 
Compare her face with fome that I fhaJl (how, 
' And I will make thee think thy fwan a crow \ 

Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye 
Maintains fuch faKhopds, then turn tears to fires ; 
And burn the hereticks. All^feeing Phoebus 
Ne'er faw her match, finpe firft his courfe began. 

Mer, Tut, tut, you faW her fair, none elfe being by, 
Herfelf pois'd with herfelf ; but let be weighed 
Your lady-love againft fome other fair. 
And flie will (hew fcant Well. 

Rom. I will along, Meremth. 

Mer. Tis well. Look to behold at this high feafl. 
Earth- treadine ilars, that make dim heaven's lights. 
Hear all, all (ee, try all ; and like hermoflg 
That mod (hall merit thee. 

Rom. My mind is changed ■■ ■ 
I will not go to night. 

Mer, Why, may one ask ? 

Rom. I dream'd a dream laft night. 

Mer. Ha ! ha ! a dream I 
O then I fee queen Mab hath been with you. 
She is the fancy's mid- wife, and ihe comet 
In^fhape no bigger than an agat-flone 
On the fore»finger of an Alderman. 
Drawn with a team of little atomies. 
Athwart mens nofes as they lie afleep : 
Her waggon-fjpokes made of long fpinners legs ; 
The cover, of^ the wings of grafhoppers ; 
The traces, of the fmalleft fpider's web ; 
The collars, of the moonfhine's watry beams ; 
Her whip, of cricket's bone ; the laih» of film ; 
Her waggoner a fmall gray -coated gnat. 
Not half fo big as a round litdt worm. 

erick'd 
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14 Romeo and J n l i et. 

Prick'd from: the lazy finger of a maid. 
Her chariot is an empty hazel nut, 
Made by the joiner fquirrel, or old grut>» 
Time out of mind the fairies coach-makers : 
And in this date (he gallops night by night, 
Through lovers brains, and then they dream of love ; 
On courtiers knees, that dream on curtfies firaight: 
O'er lawyers fingers, who.ftra^ht dream on fees s 
O'er ladies lips, who findghton kifies dream. 
Sometimes (he gallops o'er a lawyer's nofe, 
And then dreams he of Imelling out a fuit : 
And fometimes comes ihe with a tith-pig's tail. 
Tickling the Parfon as h« lies' afleep ; 
Then dreams he of another benefice. 
Sometimes (he driveth o'er a foldier's neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats. 
Of breaches, ambufcadoes, 5>Axr^ blades. 
Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ears, at which he fiarts and wakes. 
And being thus frighted, fwears a prayer or two. 
And flceps again. This is that l/kA — -^ — 

"Rom, Peace, peace. 
Thou talk'ft of nothing. 

Mir. True, I talk pf dreams; 
Which are the childrtn of an idle brain. 
Begot of nothing, but vain phantafy. 
Which is as thin pf fubftance as the air. 
And more unconftant than the wind. 

Ben, This wind you talk of, blows us from ourfelvea^ 
And we ihall.come too late. 

Rom, I fear too eaiiy : for xsiy mind mifgivea 
Some confequence, yet hanging in the ftars, 
From this night's revels ^lead, gallant friends ^ 

Let come what may, once more I will behold 
Atfy Juliet\ eyes, drink deeper of afilidion : 
I'll watch -the time, and mask'dfrom obfcrvation 
Make known my fuiFerings, but conceal my name : 
Tho' hate and difcord 'twixt our fires increafe, • 
Let in our hearu dwell love and endkfs peace. 

\Exmnt Mer. ^^Ben. 
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Romeo and J u l i e t. 15 
SCENE V. 

Capulct'j Hou/i. 
Enter Ladp Capulet, andNurfe. 
La. Cap. ']\T U R S E, whcrc's my daughter ? call her 
i^ forth to me. 

Nurfe. Now (by my maiden-head, at twelve year old) 
I bad her come ; what Iamb, what lady-bird, God fiw. 
bid— —Where's this girl ? what, Juliet ? 
J?«/rr Juliet. 

JuL How now, who calls? 

Nurfe, Your mother. 

JuL Madam, Iamhere» what is your will? 

La. Cap. This is the matter "Nurfe give leave 

a while, we muft talk in fecret ; Nurfe, come back again 
I have remembred me, thou (halt hear my counfel : thou 
know'ft my daughter's of a pretty age, 

Nur/e, Faith I can tell her ag^ unto an hour. 

La, Cap. She's tiot eighteen. 

Nurfe. V\\ lay eighteen of my teeth, and yet to my 
teeth be it fpoken, I have but eight, (he's not eighteen ; 
kow long is it now to Lammas-tSit) 

La. Cap. A fortnight and odd Days« * 

Nur/e. Even or odd, of all Days in the yfear come 
LammaS'tv^Kt night fhall fhe be eighteen. Sufan and 
ihe (God reft all chriftian fouls) were of an age. Well, 
Sufan i's with God ; flie was too good for me. But as I 
faid, on Lammaseve at night (hall fhe be eighteen, that 
fliall Ihe, marry, I remember it wdl 'Tis fince the 
earthquake now fifteen Years, and fhe was wean'd ; I ne- 
ver fhall forget-it, of all the Days in the year, upon that 
• day i for I had then laid wormwood to my brcaft, fitting 
in the fun under the dove-houfe- wall ; my lord and you 
were then at ikfo«/»<i— —nay, I /do bear a ^ain. But 
as I faid, when it did tafte the wormwood on the nipple 
of the breaft, arid felt it bkter, pretty fool, to fee it teachy 
and fall out with the breaft. Shake, quoth the dove- 
houfe- -'twas no need I trow, to bid me trudge ; and 
fmce that time it i? fifteen years, for then fhe could ftand 
alone^ nay^ by th' rood fhe could have run, arid wadled 

aii 
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i6 R o M E o and Juliet. 

all about ; for even the day before (he broke her brow/ 
and then my husband, (God be with his foul, a* was a 
merry man,) took up the child j yea quoth he, doft thou 
fall upon thy face ? thou wilt fall backwaid when thou haft* 
more wit j wilt thou not, JuUf and by my holy dam, the 
pretty wretch left crying, and faid, ay ; To fee now how 
a jeft (hall come about I warrant, and I (hould live a thou- 
faad Years, I fliould not forget it : Wilt thou not, JuU^ 
quoth he ? and pretty fool, it flinted, and faid, ay. 

JuU And ftint thee too^ I pray thee peace. 

Nurfe. Peace, I have done j God mark thee to his grace. 
Thou waft the prettieft babe that e'er I nurft : 
And I might live to fee thee married once, 
Ihavemywilh. 

La. Cdf, And that fame marriage is the very them^ 
I came to talk of. Tell me, daughter Juliet^ 
How ftands your difpoiition to be married ? 

JuL It is an honour that I dream not of. 

l^urfe. An honour ? were not I thine only narfe, 
Td fay thou hadftfuck'd wifdom from thy teat. 

La, Cap. Well, think of marriage now ; younger 
than you 
Here \n Verona^ ladies of efteem. 
Are dlade already mothers. By my *count, 
I was your mother much upon thefe years 
That you are now a maid. Thus then in brief. 
The valiant Farts feeks you for his love. 

I^yrfii A man, youne lady, lady, fuch a man 
As all the world « Why, he's a man of wax. 

La, Cap, FiTona's fummer hath not fuch a flower. 

Nur/e. Nay, he^s a flower, in faith a very flpwer. 

La. G^. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris love ? 

Jul. 1*11 look to like, if looking liking move $ 
But no more deep will I indart my eye, ^ ^ 

Than your confent fiives ftrength to make it fly. 
£ttter Gregory. 

Greg. Madam, new guefts are come, and bmve ones, 
all in masks. You are calFd ; my young lady ask'd for, 
the Nnrfe cursed in the pantry ; fupper almoft ready to 
be fcrv'd up, and every thing in extremity. 1 muft 
hence and wait. 

La. Cap. We follow thee. [Exeufif. 
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Romeo and Juliet. 17 



SCENE VI. 

A Hall in Capulef j Houfe^ 

The Capulets, Lailiis,Guefls, and Masters, are dtJcover^J. 
C^. VTTElcome, Gentlemen. Ladies» that hare 

VV yo""" ^ect 

Unplagued with corns, we^ll have a bout with yoa. 
Wholl now deny to dance ? She that makes dainty, 
1*11 fwear hath corns. Am I come near you now ? 
Welcome all Gentlemen ; IVe feen the Day 
That I havewom a Vifor, and cou'd tell 
A whifpering tale in a fair lady's ear, 
Sach as would pleafe ; 'tis gone ; 'tis gone ; *tis gone I 

\MuJtck piajs, and they dance. 
More light ye knaves, and turn the tables up ; 
-And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot. 
Ah, Sirrah, his unlookM for (port comes welh 
Nay fit, nay fit, good coufin CafuUtf 
For you and I are pad our dancine days : 
How long is't now fince laft yourfclf and I 
Were in a mask ? 

2 Cap, By'r lady, thirty years. 

Cap. What, man I *tis not fo much, *tis not fomach ! 
'Tis fince the nuptial of Lucentioj 
Come Pentecoft as quickly as it will. 
Some five and twenty years, and then we masked. 

2 Cap, *ris more, 'tis more ; his fon is elder. Sir; 
His fon is thirty. 

Cap. Will you tell me^that ? 
His fon was but a ward two years a^o. 

Rom. Coufin Benvolio, do you mark that Lady, which 
Doth enrich the hand of yonder gentleman. 

Ben. I do. 

Rom. Oh, ihe doth teach the torches to burn bright ! 
Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night. 
Like a rich Jewel in an Mthiops ear ; 
The meafure done, FU watch her to her place. 
And touching hers, make happy my rude hand. 
Be ffill, be ftill, my fluttering heart. 
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"Ti^. This by his voice (hould be a Mountague, 
Fetclf me my rapier, boy ; what, dares the ilave 
Come hither covered with an antick face. 
To fleer and fcorn at oar folemnity ? 
Now by the ftock and honour of my Race, 
To flrike him dead I hold it not a iin. 

Cap, Why, how now^ kinfman, wherefore ^ovnypi 
thus? 

7ib, Uncle, this is a M^untague^ our foe i 
A villain that is hither come in fpite. 
To fcorn and flout at our folemnity. 

Cap. Young Romeo, is't ? \ ^ 

Til. That villain Romeo. ., '.-,;. 

Cap, Content thee, gentle coz, lefhini alpftp, ..,/ ^ •, 
He bears him like a courtly gentleman : ' ,. ^ \. .^,,^ ^^ 
And to fay truth, Ferofta brags of him. 
To be a virtuous and well- governed youth. ... r ^. . j( 
1 would not for the wealth of all this tow« . , ^ 

Here in my houfe do him difparagcment : 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him. 

7iif. It fits, whenfuch a villian is a gueil. ,, 
ril not endure him. 

Cap. He (hall be endurM* 
Be quiet, Coufin, or I'll make you quiet ■■ 

Tib. Patience perforcfe with wilful choler meetiag, 
H&kes my fle(h tremble in their difference. 
I will withdraw; bujt this intrufion fliall. 
Now fceming fwect, convert to bitter gall. 

[^ji Dance here, 

Rm. If I probhane with my unworthy hand^ 

[7f^ Juliet. 

This holy ftirine, the gentle fine is this. i^i/s^ 

Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too 
' much. 

For palm to palm is holy palmer's kifs. 

Romt Have not faint lips, and holy palmers too ? 
Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they muft ufe in prayer. 
Rom. Thus then, dear faint, let lips put up their 
prayers. [J^^fi* 

Nur/e. Madam, your mother craves a word with you, 
Ben. What is her mother ? ^ \To her nurfe^ 

^Nur/e. Marry, batchelop, ,^ 

Her 
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Her motker is the^ lady of the hoafe. 
And -a good lady, arid a wife and virtuous, 
I nurs*d her daughter that you talk\d withal : 
I tell you, he that can lay hold on her 
Shall have the chink. 

Ben. Is fhe a Capuiet ^ ' 
R^mee, let's be gone, the fpsrt is over^ 

Rom, Ay, fo I fear, the more it my miihap. \Ex» 

Cap. Nay, gentlemen, pre|>are not to be gone. 
We have % trifling fopIi(h banquet towards. 
Is it e'en fo ? why then, I thank you all. 
I thank you, honeft gentlemen, ^>od night: 
More torches here*- — come on, then let's to fupper. 

[Exeiaiti 

Jul. ComeMther, narfi;. What is yon gentleaun I 

Nurfe, The foa and heir of old Tihtrh. 

Jul, What's he that is now going out of door ? 

Nurfe, That, as I think, is young Mercutio* 

Jul. What's he that follows hei«» that would Ml 
dance ? 

Nurfi, IknowAot. 

JuL Go ask his name. Ifhebe mtrriedt 
My grave is like to be my wedding-bed. 

Nurfe. His name is Rmt^^ tnd a M^unh^f 
The only fon of your great enemy. 

Jul. My only love fprui^ from my only hate I 
Too early feen, unknown ; and known too late* 

Nur/e, What's this ? what's this? 



Jul, A rhime I learned e'en now 
)f one 1 1 



Of one I talk'd withal. 

[One calls wiibin, J\aiifit> 
Nurfe, Anon, anm ■ ■ 
Ceme, let's away, the Grangers are all gone. [Exemt, 



ACT 
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Sto Romeo and Juliet. 



A C T 11. S C E N E L 

Tie Street. 

Enter Romeo alone. 

R O M E o, 

CA N I go forward when my heart is here ? 
Turn back, dull earth, and find thy center out. [ir;riV. 
Enter Benvolio *witb Mercutio. 

Ben. Romeo^ my coaCin Romee, 

Mer. He is wife. 
And on my life hath ftol'n him home to bed. 

Sen. He ran this way, and leapM this orchard wall. 
Call, good Mircuth. 

Mer. Nay, I'll conjure too. 
Why, Romeo! humours ! madman ! pailion f lover ! 
Appear thou in the likenefs of a Sigh, 
Speak but one Rhime, and I am fatisfied. 
Cry but Ah me ! couple but lo<ve and dove. 
Speak to my goflip Fenus one fair word. 
One nick-name to her purblind fon and heir; 
1 conjure thee by my miflrefs^s bright eyes, 
By her high forehead, and her fcarlet lip. 
By her fine foot, ilraight leg, and quivering thigh. 
And the demeafns that there adjacent lie. 
That in thy likenefs thou appear to us. 

Ben. An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger hin. 

Mer. This cannot anger him : *twould anger him 
To raife a fpirit in his miftrefs' circle 
'Till flie had laid it. My invocation is, 
Honeft and fair, and in his miflrefs' name, 
I conjure only but to raife htm up. 

Ben. Come, he hath hid himlelf among thefe treet^ 
To be conforted with the humVous night. 

Mer. Romeo, good night, TU to my truckle bed. 
This field-bed is too cold for me to deep : 
Come, fhall we go ? 
. Ben. Go then, for *tis in vain 
To feek him here that means not to be found. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

if G A R D £ M. 

Enter Romeo. 

Km. TT E jcfts at fears that never felt a wound — : 
JTX But foft» what light thio' yonder window 
breaks? 
It is the eaft, and Juliet is the fan ! 

[ Joliet afpiors above at a ^wiudnv^ 
Arife, fair fun, and kill the envioiu moon. 
Who is already fick and pale with grief. 
That thpuy her maid, art far more fair than ihe. 
- She fpeaks, yet (he fays nothing $ what of that t 
Her eye difcourfes, I will anfwer it ; 

I am too bold Oh were thofe eyes in heav*n. 

They'd through the airy region ftream fo bright. 
That birds would fmg and think it were the morn: 
See how (he leans her cheek upon her hand 1 
O that J were a glove upon that hand. 
That I might touch that cheek I 
JmI. Ah me! 

Jlofft, She (ipeaks, (he fpeaks f 
Oh fpeak again, bright angel, for thou art 
As ^orious to this iight, being o'er my head. 
As is a winged meiTenger from heav'n, 
To the upturned wondring eyes of mortals 
When he beilrides the lazy-pacing clouds. 
And fails upon the bo(bm of the air. 

Jul. O Romeo, Romeo wherefore art thou 12«w» ? 

Deny thy father, and refufe thy name : 
Or if thou wilt not, be but fwom my love. 
And I'll no longer be a Cafulet, 
Rom. Shall I hear more, of.(hall I fpeak at this ? 

lAfide: 
but thy name that is my enemy ; 
name? that which we call a rofe. 
By any other name would iinell as fweet. 
So Komeo would, were he not R^nuo call'd 

Retain 
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Retain that dear perfeflion which he owes» 
Without that tide s Romeo, quit thy name^ 
And fbr that .name, whiclr ii no pare of ihee. ' 
Take all mj^lf. - «^ 

Rom. I take thee at thy word : 
Call me but love, 1 will n>rfwear my name, 
And never more be Romeo. 

JuL What man art thou, that thus befcrecn'd in night 
So ftambleft on my counfbl ? 
>► Rom. I know not how to tell the&wlto I am s 
My name, dear faint, is hateful tomylWf, 
Becaufe it is an enemy to thee. 
• Jui, My ears have yet not drank a hundred worda 
Of that tongue^s uttering, yet I know the found. 
Art thou not Romeo^ and a Mountaguef^ 

Rom,' Neither, fair faint,, if either thee difpleafe. 
Jul. How cam^fl thou hither, tell me, and fbr what ? 
The orchard- walls arc high, and hard to dlmb. 
And the place death, confidering who thou art. 
If any of my kinfmen find thee here. 
1^ Rom^. Wth love*s Kght wings did I o'er-perch tlftfc 

walls. 
For ilony limits cannot ht>1d love out, / 

And what love can do, that dares love attempt : 
Therefore thy kinfmen are no flop to me. 

Jul. If they do fee thee, they will murder thee. 
Rom. Alackf, there lies more peril in thine eye. 
Than twent;^ oIf their fwords ; look thou but fweet> 
And I am proof againft their enmity. 

Jul. I would not for the woarld they faw thee here. 
By whofe diredUon focind'ft thoB out diis place ? 

Rom. By love that firll did prompt me to enquire^. 
He lent me^counfel, and I lent him eyes : 
I am no pilot, y^t wert thou as far 
As that vail ihore, walh'd with the farthefl fea, 
I would adventure for fuch merchandife. 

Jull Thou know'fl: the misk of night is on my face, 
£lfe would a maiden blufh bepaint my cheek 
For that whkh thou haf^ heard me fpeak to night. ^ 
Fain would I dwell on fbrm, fain, fein deny 
What I have fpoke- ■ but farewel compliment : 
Dofl thou love mtll know thou wilt fay, ay, 

r ^* 
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And I will take thy word— yet if thou fwcax'% 
Thoa niay'ft prove falfe j at lovers perjuries 
They fay Jo-ve laughs. Oh j;cntle Ronuo, 
If thou doft love, ^pronounce it faithfully : 
Or if thou think I am too quickly won, 
I'll frown and be perverfe, and fay thee nay. 
So thou wilt woo : but elfe not for the worid. 
In truth, fair Mountague, I am too fond ; 
And therefore thou may'ft think my 'haviour light : 
But truft me, gentleman, Til prpve more true. 
Than thofe that have more cunning to be ilrange. 
I (houldhave been more ftrange, Imull confeu. 
But that thou over-heaid'fl, ere I was *ware, 
Kfy'trius ldf«*« paffion y therefore pardon me. 
And not impute this yielding to light love. 
Which tMe 4uic night hach fo difcoirered . 

Rom, Lady, by yonder blefted moon I vow— — 

Jul, OtmtLt not by the moon, th* inconfUnrmoon, 
That monthly changes in her circled orb ; 
Left thai thy love provje lifccwKe Yai^Ue* 
. JOnn; What fliall I fwear by 2 

Jul. Do not fwear at all; 
Or if thou wilt, fwear by thy graeioas felf,- 
Which is the god of my idolatry. 
And rU belivd thee<. 

Rom, If my true heart's love ■ ' 

Jul Well, do not fwear— ahhongh I joy in thecit 
I <hai^ no joy of this<:ontraft to night ; 
It i» fbO'ralh, teo'iMiadvis'd, too Adden, 
Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to be 
Ere Qtte can f^, it lightens— —(weet, good night. 
This bud of love by /ummer's ripening breath 
May prove a beaateons flower when next we meet : 
Good night, good mght— — as fweet repofe and reft 
Come lo thy heart, as that within my breaft. 

Rom. O wilt thou leave me fo unfatisfied ? 

yul. Wliat latisfadion canft thou have to-night ? 

Rom.Th' exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine* 

yul. I gave thee mine before thou didft requeft it: 
And yet I would it were to give again. 

Rom, Would'ft thou withdraw it ? for what purpofe, 
love? 
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ytJ. But to be Franks and give it thee again. 
My bounty is as boundlefs as the^fea. 
My love as deep ; the more I give to thee» 
The more I have, for both are infinite. 
I hear fame noife within ; dear love, adieu. 

[Nur/e calls tvithin: 
Anon, good Nurfe—— Sweet Mount ague ^ be true ; 
Stay but a little, I will come again. \EsdU 

Rom. O blefTed, bleffed night. I am afrvd 
Being in night, all this is but a dream ! 
Too Battering fweet to be fubflantial. 
Re-enter Juliet above. 

Jul, Three words, dear Romeo^ and good night indeed : 
If that thy bent of love be honourable, I 

Thy purpofe, marriage, fend me word to morrow I 

By one that FU procure to come to thee, | 

Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite ; J 

And all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay, \ 

And follow thee, my love, throughout die world. 

[Within: Madam; 
I come, anon— —but if thou mean'ft not well, 

Idobefeechthee^ [IFitbin: Madam.] By and by I 

come 
To ceafe thy fuit, and leave me to my grief* 
To morrow will I fend. 

Rom, So thrive my foul. ' 

Jul, A thoufand times good night. [Sxtt. 

Rom, A thoufand times the worfe to want thy light. 
Enter Juliet again. 

Jul, HiH ! Romeo, hiil ! O for a falkner^s voice^ 
To lure his TaiTel gentle back again 
Bondage is hoarfe and may not fpealc aloud, 
£lfe would I tear the cave where Echo lies. 
And make her angry tongue more hoarfe than mine 
With repetition of my- Romeo, 

Rom, It is my love that calls upon my name. 
How filver fweet found lovers tongues by night. 
Like foftcil muiick to attending ears ! 

Jul, Romeo! 

Rom, My fwcet ! 

Jul. At what o' clock to-morrow 
Shall I fend to thee ? 
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^m» By the hour of nine. 

Jul, I will not fail, 'tis twenty years 'till then,— -• 
I have forgot why I did call thee back 

Rom. Let me ftand here 'till thou remember it« 

Jul. I Ihail forget to have thee ftill ftand there, 
Remembring how I love thy Company. 

Rom, And P H ftay here, to have thcc ftill forget. 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

Jul. 'Tis almoft morning. I would have thee gone^ 
And yet no further than a Wanton's bird. 
That lets it hop a little from her hand^ 
And with a filk thread plucks it back again. 
So loving jealous of his liberty, — 

Rom, I would I were thy bird. 

Jul, Sweet, fo would I, 
Yet I ftiould kill thee with much cheri/hmg. 
Good night, good night. Parting is fuch fweet forrow. 
That J fliall fay good night 'till it be morrow. [Exit, 

^0;».* Sleep -dwell upon thine Eyes, peace in thy breaft t 
Would I were flecp and peace, fo fweet to reft ! 
Hence will I. to my ghoftly father's cell, 
His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. [^Exit* 

SCENE III 

A Mmajiery, 

Enter Friar Lawrence ivith a basket, 

Tri, ^'1 '^ H E gray-ey'd mom fmiles on the frowning 

A night, 

Check'ring the eaftcrn clouds with ftreaks of light. 
Now ere the fun advance his burning eye, 
The djpy to chear, and night's dank dew to dry, 
I muft fill up this ofier cage of ours 
With baleful weeds, and precious juiced flowerg, 
O mickle is the powerful grace, tlfat lies 
In plants, herbs, ftones, and their true qualities. 
For nought fo Vile, that on the earth doth live. 
But to the earth fome fpecial good doth give: 
Nor ought fo good, but ftrain'd from that fair ufc^ 
Kevolts to vice, and ftumbles on abufe. 
Virtue kfdf turni vice, being mifappiied, 
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And vice fometimes by aaions dignified. 

Within the infant rind of this fmall flower ^ 

Poifon hath refidence, and medicine power: 

For this being fmelt, with that fenfe chears each part j 

Being tailed, flays all ftnfes with the heart. 

Two fuch oppofed foes encamp them flill 

In man, as well as herbs ; Grace and rude Will: 

And where the worfer is predominant. 

Full foon the canker death eats up that plant. 

« - Enter Romeo, 

Rom. Good-morrow, father. 

Fri, BcneSciU, . ^ r , i 

What early tongue fo fwect laluteth me ? 
Young fon, it argues a diftemper'd head, 
So foon to bid good-morrow to thy pillow ; 
Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye, 
And where care lodgeth, fleep will never bide ; 
But where with unftuft brain unbruifed- youth 
Doth couch his limbs, there gold.n flecp refides, 
Therefore thy earlinefs aflureth me 
Thou art up rouzM by feme diftemp'rature ; 
What is the matter, fon ? 

Rom I tell thee ere thou ask It me agam ; 

I have been feafting with mine enemy, 
Where to the heart's cere one hath wounded me. 
That's by me wounded; both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy phyfick he 

iw Be plain, good fon, and homely m thy drift. 
Zm Then plainly know, my heart's dear love is fet 
* On7«//W, C^M/'s fair daughter; ^ 
As mine on hers, fo hers is let on mme : ■ 
When, and where, and how 

We m^t, wc woo'd, a.d made exchange of vows. . 
nitdltlieeaswepafs;butthislbeg 
rrvlntthauconfjnttonarryustoday. ^ 

^F^fio^^^^^^^^^ 

* 11^^ fon and cd' thy reafonhome, 

f'nfthtlov^^^^^^^^^^ . , 

Jf Xri iy wantonnefs and thoughilefs bram ? 

KcS, )<>utH, and fee you flop betimes, 

f^ft that ihy rafli ungovernable pafliors. 

C?rka3in/du7,andetchducreo^^^^ ^^^^ 
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Hurry thee on, thro' ihort Hv'd, dear-bought plcafurcs. 
To curelefs woes, and lafting Penitence. 

Rom. I pray thee, chide me not, fhc whom I love, 
Doth give me grace for grace, and love for love : 
Do thoil with heav'n fmile upon our union ; 
Do not withhold thy benediction from us, 
But make two hearts, by holy marriage one. 

Fri, Well, come, any pupil, go along with mc, 
Tn one refpe«5t Til give thee my aififlancc ; 
For this alliance may fo happy prove. 
To turn your houihold rancour to pure love. 

Rom. O let us hence, Love (lands on fuddcn hafte. 
. Fri. Wifely and flow ; they ftumble that run faft. 

[Exeunt. 



/ S C E N E . IV. . 
fhe Street* 

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio- 
Mer, t'T7HERE the devilfliould this R6me9 be? 
VV came he not home to night ? . . 

Ben. Not to his father's ; I fpoke with his man. 
Mer. Why that fame pale hard-hearted wench, that 
Ro/aline, torments him fo, that he will fure run mad. 

Ben, T^ihalt, the kinfman to old Cafulet, hath fcnt 
a letter to his father's houfe. 
Mer, A challenge, on my life. 
Ben, Romeo will anfwer it. 

Mer, Alas, poor Romeo, he is'alrcady dead ( flabb'd 
with a white wench's black eye, run ,t,haf9Ugh the ear . 
ivith a love-fong, the very pin of his heart cleft-wlth the 
blinti bow-boy's but-fhaft ; and is he a man to encounter 
^ibalt? , ,.. 

'Ben, Why, what is TV^^// f - ' 

Mcr. Oh he's the co4irageou« captain of complimenti; 
he fights as you fing prick- long, keeps time, c!iftancc,.and 
proportion i refts his minum one, two, and the third in 
your bofom ; the very butcher of aVilk button, aducllift, 
a duelliii ; a gentleman of the very ikil houfe, of the ; 

B a . ' _ fcft 
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fird and fecond caufe ; ah the immDrtal pa0ado» the 
punto rcverfo, the hay* ■ 

5^». The what? 

Mer, The pox of fuch antick lifping affe^cd phati- 
tafies, thefc new tuners of accents :—-—Jefu, a very- 
good blade, ■ ■ a Ycry tall man a very good 

whore.—— — Why, is not this a iamentablc thing, 
grandiire, that we fhould be thus aHii^led with thef« 
ftrange flies, thefe faihion*niongers, xYieitparihnnez-mefsf 

Ben. Here eoaies Romeo, 

Hftr, Without his roe, Kke a dried herring. O flefh, 
flcfli, how art thbu finifticd ? Now is he for the numbers 
th^t Pitrirch flowed in : Laura to his lady was but a 
kitchen-wench ; marry flie had a better love to berime 
her : Dido z. dowdy ; Cleopatra a. gipiie. He/en and Hero 
hildings and harlots : Thide a gray eye or fo, bat noc 
to the purpofe. 

Enter Romeo, 
Signior Romeo, honjcur, there's a French falutation for yottJ 

Romeo, Good morrow to you both. 

Mer, You give us the counterfeit fairly laft night. 

Rhn. 'V/^hat counterfeit did I give y©u ? 

Mer, The flip, Sir, the flip : can you not conceive ? 

Rom* Pardon, Mercutio, my buflnefs was great, and in 
fcfch a cafe as mine, a man may ftrain curtefy. 
Enter I^urfe and her Man% 

Bom, A-fayle ! afayie ! 

Mer, Two, two, a fliirt and a fmock. 

Uurfi, Peter, 

Pet, Anon, 

Nur/e. iAy fan, Peter. 

Mer. 'Do, good Peter, to hide her face. 

-N'^i'rfi,'Qoo6 ye good-morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. Gbdyt good den, fair gentlewoman, 

Nurfe, Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I 
may find young Romeo ? 

Rom, r -am the youngeft of thatWamc, for fault of a 
w^fe. 

Nurfir. You fay vrell. 
If you be he, flr, 
1 (Jefire'fome tonJiSikce with you. 

Ben. She will inditi him'-to Supper prcfently. 
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Mer. A bawd> a bawd, a baw4 : So ho • , 

Rom, What haft thou found ? 

Men No, hare. Sir, but a bawd. R.meo, will yotl 
come to your father's ? we'll to dinner thither. 

Rpm, 1 will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell ancient lady. 

[Exeufit Mercutio and Ben^'oHo. 

Nur/e. I pray you, Sir, what faucy merchant was this 
that was fo fall of his roguery ? 

Rom, A gentleman, nurfe, that loves to hear himfelf 
talk, and will fpeak more in a minute^ than, he will 
ftand to in a month, 

Nur/(f. An' a fpeak any thing againft me. Til take 
him down an' he were luftier than he is, and twenty fuch 
jacks : and if I cannot, Til find thofe that fhall. Scurvjr 
knave, I am none of his flirt gills ; and thou muft iland 
by too, and fulFer every knave to ufe me at his pleafur^. 

[To her man* 

Pet. I faw no man ufe you at his pleafure : if I had, 
my weapon (hould quickly have been out, I warrant you 
I dare draw as foon as another man, if 1 fee occafion in 
a good quarrel, and the law on my fide. 

Nurfi, Now, afore God, I am fo vext, that a very 

part about me quivers— Scurvy knave I Pray you. 

Sir, a word^: and as I told you, my young* lady bid mp 
enquire you out. What (he bid me fay, I will keep to 
myfelf : but firft let me tell ye, if ye ihould lead her 
into fool's paradise, as they fay,, it were a very grofs 
kind of behaviour, as they fay ', ior the gentlewoman i» 
young, and therefore if you fiiould deal doul^U with her-, 
truly it were an ill thing to be- offered to ^ny| gentle* 
woman. 

Rom, Commend me to thy lady and miftr^fs^ I pro^ 
teft unto thee 

Nurfe Good heart, and i'faith I will tell her as much 5 
Lord, lord, fhe will be a joyful woman^ 

Rom. What wilt thou. tell her, Nurfe ? thqu doft not 
mark me. 

Nur/e. I will tell her. Sir, that you do protefl 5 which> 
as [ take it, is a g/entleman like offer. 

Rom, Bid her devife fome means to come to fhrift this 
afternoon. 
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And there fhe fhall at friar Lwwrenceh cell 
Be fhriv'd and married ; here's for thy pains. 

Nurfe. No truly. Sir, not a penny. 

J?(?w. Go to, 1 fay, you (hall. 

'Nurfe, This afternoon, .Sir ? well, fhe fhall be there. 

"Rom^ And flay, good nurfe, behind the abbey • wall : 
Within this hour my man fhall be with thee,^ 
And bring thee cords made like a tackled flair, 
"Which to the high top gallant of my joy 
Mufl be my convoy in the fecret night. 
Farewel, be trufty, and Til quit thy pains. 

Nurfe. Well, Sir, my miflrefs is the fweetefl lady ; 

lord, lord, when t'was a little prating thing O, 

there is a noble man in town, one ?aris^ that would fain 
lay knife aboard ; but fhe, good foul, had as lieve fee a 
toad, a very toad, as fee him : I anger her fometimes, 
and tell her that Farts is the preparer man ; but TU war- 
* rant you, when I fay fo, fhe looks as pale as any clout in 
the verfal wortd. 

Rom. Commend me to my lady \Exit Romeo. 

hhirfe. A thoufand times. Feterf 

Pet, Anon. 

Nurfe. Take my fan, and go before. lE^eunt. 



S C E N E V. ' 

Capulet'x Houfi. 

£w/<?r Juliet. 

yul. 'Tp H E clock flruck nine, when I did fend the 

J|[ nurfe: 
In half an hour ihe promised to return. 

Terchance fhe cannot meet him — That's not fo 

Oh fhe is lame ; love's heralds fhould be thoughts, 
Which ten times faflcr glide than the fun- beams. 
Driving back (hadows over lowring hills. 
Therefore do nimble- pinioned doves draw love. 
And therefore hath the wind-fw.ift Cupid mngs. 
Now is 'the fun upon the highmoft hill 

Of this day's journey, and trom nine till twelve • 

Is three long hours— and yet fhe is not come ; 
Had fhe aiFcaions and^warm youthful blood. 
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She'd be as fwift in motion as a ball, 

My words would bandy her to my fweet love. 

And his tome. 

Enter Nurfe. 

O Heav'n ! fhe comes. Oh honey Nurfe, whit news? 
Haft thou met with him ? fend thy man away. 

Nur/e, Peter, flay at the gate. [^Exit Pctcr^ 

Jul, Now, • good fweet Nurfe ' ■ > 
O Lord, why look'ft-tho-a fad ? -^ 

Nurfe. I am a weary, let me reft a while : 
Fy, how my bones ake, what a jaunt have I kid > 

Jul. Nay, come, I pray thee fpeak -r.Good, good- 
nurfe, fpeak. 
Is thy n^ws good or bad ? anfwer to that. 
Say either, and Til ftay the circumftance : 
Let me be fatisfied, is't good or bad ? 

I^ur/e. Well, you have made a firople choice ; you 
know not how to choofe a man : Go thy ways, wench, 
ferve God-— What, have you dined at home ? 

fu/. No, no —but all this did I know before : 
What fays he of our marriage ? what of that ? 

Nu^/e. Lord, how my head akes ? what a head haye I ? 
It beats as-it would fall in twenty pieces, 
My back O'^th' other fide— O my back, my back : 
B«fhrew your heart, for fending me about. 
To catch my death with jaunting up and dovvR. 
, Jul, rfaith I'm forry that thou art ib ill ; 
Sweet, fwee<, fweet nurfe, tell me what fays my love. 

N^r/e. Your love fays like an honcft gentleman. 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handCome, 
And I warrant a«virtuous—— where is your mother ? 

Jul. Where is my Mother ? why, flic is within. 
Where (hould (he be ? how odly thou reply 'ft f 
Tour love fays like an honejl gentleman : 
Where is your mother ■ 

Nurfe, O our lady dear, 
Are you fo hot ? marry come up ! I trow. 
Js this the pultice for my aking banes ? 
Hence-forward do your meflages yourfclf. 

'Jul, Here's fuch a coil ; come, what fays Romeo f 

Nurfe, Have vou got leave to go to flifift to day ? 

Jul. I havi. ( 
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l^urfe. Then hie you hence to friar Lawrenci cell. 
There flays a husband to make you a wife. 
Kow comes the wanton blood up in your cheeki* ■ ■ 
Hie you to church, I rauft another way. 
To fetch a ladder, by the which your Joirc 
Mufl climb a bird's ncfl foon, when it is dark, 
I am the drudge and toil in your delight. 
But you ftiall bear the burden foon at night. 
Go, I'll 10 dinner, hie you to the cell. 

Jul Hie to hig^ fortune: 
Honeftnurfe, farewcJ. [Extmtf 



SCENE VI. 

The Monajliiy. 

Enter Friar Lawrence and Romeo. 
Fri. Q O fmile the heav'ns upon this holy aft, 
1^ That after-hours of forrow chide us not F 

Rom, AmeD» amen, but come what forrow cai| 
It cannot countervail th* exchange of joy. 
That one (hort minute gives me in her light : 
Do thou but clofe our hands with holy words^ 
Then love devouring death do what he dare. 
It is enough I may but call her mine. 

Fri. Thefe violent delights have violent ends. 
And in their triumph die ; like fire and powder, 
Which as they meet, confume. The fweeted hone^ 
Is loathfome in its own delicioufnefs, 
And in the tafte confounds the aippetite : 
.I'herefore love modVately. 

Entir Juliet. 
Here comes the lady. O fo light a foot 
Will ne'er wear out the everla^ng flint ( 
A lover may beftride the goilamour^ 
That idles in the wanton fummer air. 
And yet not fall, fo light is vanity. 

Jul. Good- even to niy ghoftly confeflbr. 

Fri, Romeo fhall thank thee, daughter, for us bofil* 

Rom* Ah Juliet, if the m^afure of thy Joy 
Be heapt like miae, and that thy skill be xtu^Q 
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To blazon ic ; tkea fwceten with thy breath 
This aeighbour air, and let rich ndufick's tongue 
Unfold tV imagined happin^fs* that both 
Receive in cither, by this dear encoanc^. 

Jul, Conceit more rich in matter than in words^ 
Brags oi his Aibftai^ce, not of oraainent : 
They are but beggars that can count their worth j 
But my true love is grown to fuch excefs, 
I cannot fum up one half of my wedith. 

Fri, Come, come with me; 
•For, by your leaves, you ihall not ftay alone. 
Till holy church incorp'rate two in one. [ExeunK 



ACT HI, SCENE I. 

fbe S T R £ £ T. 

EntiT Mercutio, BenvoRo, andfirvantu 
BenvoliO. 

I Pray thee, good Mercutio, let's retire j 
The day is hot, the Capulets abroad ; 
And, if we meet we fhall not 'fcape a brawl. 
Mer, Thou art like one of thofe fellows, that, wken 
h6 enters the confines of a tavern, claps me his fword 
upon the table, and fays, God fend me no need of thee ; 
and by the operation of a fecond cup, draws it on the 
. drawer, when indeed, there is no need. 
Bm, Am I like fuch a fellow ? 
Mer. Come, come, thoa art as hot a Jack in thy 
mood as any in Italy, an' there were tvw> fuch, we 
iHould have none (hortly, for one wpuld kill the other. 
Thou ! why thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath a 
hair more, or a hair lets in his head than thou haft : 
thou wilt quarrel with a man fbr cracking nuts, having! 
no other reafon, but becaufe thou hail hazel eyes ; thoa 
haft quarrel'd with a m^ for coughing in the ftreet, be- 
caufe he haUi wakened thy dog that hath lain afleep ia 
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the fun. Didft thou not fall out with a Tailor for wear- 
ing his 4iew doublet before Eafler f with another, for 
tying his new (hoes with old ribband ? and yet thou wilt 
tutor me for quarrelling ? 

Ben: If I were fb apt to quarrel as thou art, any man 
ihould buy the feefimple.of my life for an hour and a 
quarter. * 

Entir Tibalt, Petruchio, and others. 

Ben, By my head, here come the Capulets, 

Mer. Byhiyheel, I care not. 
' ^ih. Be near at hand, for 1 will fpeak to them : 
Gentlemen, good den, ^ word with one of you. 

Mer, -And but <)Be word with oitc of us? couple it 
vyith fomething, make it a word and a blow. 

^ib. You fhall find me apt enough to that» Sk, if 
you will give me occafion. 

Mer, Could you not take fome occafion without giving? 

fib, Mercutioy thou confort'il with Borneo. 

Mer Confort ? what, doft thou make ui minftrels ! if 
diou make minftrels of us, look to hear nothingbut dif- 
•ords : here's my fiddleftick, here's that fhall make you 
d ance, zounds ! confort ! 

\^Laying hh hand on hisSivordf^ 

Ben. We talk, here in the publick haunt of men : 
Either withdraw into (brae private pUce, 
Or reafon coldly of your grievances. 
Or clfe depart ; here all eyes gaze on us. 

Mtr. Mens eyes were made to look, and let them 
,gaze, 
I will not budge for no man^s pleafure, I. 

Enter Romeo. 

Tih. Well, peace be with you, Sir, here comes my 
man. ,. 

Mer. But Til be hang'd. Sir, if he wear your hvery. 

Tih. Romeo, the love I bear thee can afford 
No better term thau thb ; thou art a villain. 

Rom. Tibalt, the reafon that I have to love thee, 
Dotti much excufe the appertaining rage 
To fuch a greeting : villain I am none. 
Therefore farewel, I fee thou know'ft ni^noj^,^ ^^ _ 
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Tih, Boy, this ihall not excufe the injuries 
That thou haft done me, therefore turn and draw, 

Rom> I do proteft I never injured thec» 
But love thee 'better than thou canft devife ; ' 
And fo, gi)od CapuUt, ( whofe name I tender 
As dearly as my own) be fatisfied. 

Mer, O calm, difhonourable vile fub million f 
Ha ! laftoccata carries it 2iyf2iy---^TibaU : — you rat- 
catcher. 

Tib. What would'ft thou have with me ? 

Mer, Good king of cats, nothing but one of your 
nine lives, that I mean to make bold withal ; Will you 
pluck your fword out of his pilcher by the cars ? Make 
hafte, left mine be about your ears ere it be out. 

Tib. I am for you, Sir. iDrawing. 

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up. 

Mer. Come, Sir, your pafTado. 

[Mercutio flff^Tibalt/^^/. 

J^tf«i. Draw, Benvolio -^ht^Ll down their weapons—- 

Gentlemen foj: (hame forbear this outrage — 

Hold Tibalt, good Mercutio — \^Exit Tibalt. 

Mer, I am hurt 
A plague of both your houfes f I am fped : 
Is he gone, and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What, art thou hurt ? 

Mer. Ay, ay, a fcratch, a fcratch ; marry, *tis enough . 
Go, fetch a furgeon. 

R9m, Courage, man, the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No, Ms not fo deep as a well, nor fo wide as a 
church -door, but 'tis enough, 'twill fcrve : J am pep- 
per 'd, I warrant, for this world— a plague of both 
your houfes I — What ? — a dog, a rat, a moufe, a cat, 
to fcratch a man to death a braggart, a rogue, a vil- 
lain, that fights by the book of arithmetick ? why the 
devil came you between us ? I was huit under yo^or arm. 

Rom. I thought all for the beft. 

Mer. Help me into foihe houfe, Be^volia, 
Or I ihall faint ; a plague o' both your houfes ! 
Thev have made worms meat of me, 
1 ha e it, and foundly too ; plague o' both your houfes f 

[Exsunt Mer. ^WBen, 
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SCENE II. 

Rom, 'TT^ HIS genttemati, the princess neat Mjj 

X My very friend, hath got his Biortal hurt 
In my behalf; my reputatioii*s fVain'd 
With Tibali's flander : O Avect JuHety 
Thy beauty hath made me effeminate. 
And in my temper foftned valour's Iteel. ' 

Enter B^HrVolio. 
Btn, O Rom9$, Rame^, brave Mercatio'a dead. 
That gallant fpirh hatk affirM the clouds, 
WhMtb too untimely here did fcorn the earth. 

Enter Tibalt. 

Ren. tlert comes the furious Tiia/t back again. 

Fom. Alive I in triumph ? and Mircutio uaiaf 
A Wf y to heav'n refpeftive lenky, 
And iirc-ey'd fury be my conduAnow \ 
Now, fibaltj take the villain back again. 
That late thou gav'ft me : fbr Mercutie's foul 
Is but a -little way above our heads» 
And thou or I, muil keep him company. 

fih. Thou wretched boy> that didll confort him here, 
Shalt with him hence. 

Rem. This &tll determine that. 

\rhey fight, Tibalt/iitfr, 

Ben. Romec, away, begone : 

The citizens are up, and Tibah flain 

Stand not amazed ; the prince will doom thee deaths 
If thou art taken : hence, begone, away. 

Rom, O I I am fortune's fool. [^Exit Romeo. 



SCENE III. 

Enter Prince, Mountague, Capulet, Citizensy &c. 

frlnce. TT THERE are the vite beginn^s of thii 
VV fray? 

Ben. O noble prince, I can difcover all ^ . 
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The dnlacky maaage of tfm fatal quarrel : 
There lies the man uain fay young RMua^ 
That flew thy kinfinaa brave MercuHo. 

Cap, Unhappy Bght ! ala»> the blood is fpiird 
Of ihy dear kmfmaa— »*— ^Now a&thoo art a Piisoe«^ 
For blood of oars^ ihed blood of Meun^ague. 
- Prhi. Senvoita, who beg^a tibis fray i 

Bm. Hibalt here flam i 
Ttomeo befpdke him fair, bid him bethink 
How nice the quarrel wa3» a«d urg*d wiidial 
Your high difpleafure : all this uttered 
With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bow'd. 
Could not make truce with the unruly fpleen 
OfTibalft deaf to peace ; but that he tilts 
With piercing fteel at bold Mtrcut%^% breaft ; 
Who all as hot, tarns deadly point to point. 
And with a martial fcorn, with one hand beat9 
Cold death afide, and with the other fends 
It back to TV W/, whoTe dexterity 
Retorts it : Konuoy he cries aloud, 
Hold friends, friends part ! and fwifter than his tongue^ 
His agil arm beats down their fatal points. 
And *twixt them ruflies ; underneath whole arm 
An envious thruft from Tthalt hit the life 
Of flout Mercutioy and then Tthalt fled i 
But by and by comes back to Romw^ 
Who had but newly entertain'd revenge* 
And to*t they go like lightning : for ere I 
Could draw to part them, was flout Tthait flaia. 
And as he fell, did 'R»me9 turn to fly : 
This is the Truth, or let Ben^voHo fuffer. 

Cap, He is a kinfman to the Mountague. 
AiFe£lloa makes him falfe ; he fpeaks not true ; 
I beg for juftice ; juftice, gracious Prince ; 
Romeo flew Tibait^ Romt9 muft not Nve. 

Prin, Romi9 flew him, he flew Mfraam ; 
Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe ? 

Mount, Romeo but took the forfeit Ufe of TihtJi* 

Prin, And we for that offence do banifli him. 
I have an fnt'reft in your heady brawls. 
My blood doth flow from brave M^^m/iVs woonds. 
But rU amerce you with fo ftroag a fine, n.,^ \ 
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That you (hall all repent my lofs in him. * 

J will be deaf to pleading and excufe, 

Nor tears nor prayers (hall purchafe our repeal : 

Therefore ufe none ; let Ronuo be gone, 

Elfe, when, he is found, that hear is his laft. 

Bear hence this body, and attend our will : 

Mercy butmurders^ pardoniag thofe that kill. \Exeunt, 



\ SCENE IV, 

An Afartment in Capulct'a Houfe. 
Enter Juliet alont. 
Jul. •^ A L LO P apace, you fiery-footed fteeds, 
VJ To Pbahus* manfion ; fuch a waggoner. 
As Phaeton^ would whip you to the weft. 
And bring in cloudy night imnsediately. 
Spread thy clofe curtain, love-performing night. 
That th' run-away's eyes may wink : and Romeo ' 
Leap to thcfe arms, untalkt of and unfeen. 
Come night, come Romeo ! come thou day in night \ 
For thou wilt lye upon the wings of night. 
Whiter than fnow upon the raven's back : 
Give me my Romeo, night, and when he dies 
Take him and cut him out in little ftars, 
And he will make the face of heav'n fo fine,. 
That all the world will be in love with night. 

And pay no wor/hip to thegarilli fun ; 

O, I haVe bought the manfion of a love, 

But not poHefs'd it ; fo tedious is this day. 

As is the night before fome feftival, 

To an impatient child that hath new robes. 

And may not wear them. G, here comes my nurfe ! 

Enter Nurfe » 
And (he brings news, and every tongue, that fptsaks 
But ^^m^ff'sname, fpeaks heav'niy eloquence; 
Kow nurfe, what news ? 
Why doft thou wring thy hands ? 

Nurfe, Ah welladay he's dead, he*8 dead^ he's dead ! 
We are undone, lady, we are undone—* 

JuL Can hear'n be fo envious ? ^ 
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l^urfe, R^meifQ^n^ - . 

Though heav'n cannot. • O Romeo ! Romeo I 

Jul, What devil art thou, that does torment nw thus t 
This torture fhould be roar'd in difmal heJl. 
Hath Romeo ftain himfelf ? fay thou but ay. 
And that bare little word fhall poifon more 
Than the earth darting c-ye of .cockatrice. - 

Nur/e, I faw the wound, I faw it with mine eycs^ 
Here on his manly breaft. — A piteous coarfe 
. A bloody piteous coarfe, pale, pale as afhes, 
I fwooned at the fight. - 

Jul, O break my heart! ' poor bankrupt, break- 
at once f 
To prifon, eyes ! ne'er look on liberty ; 
Vile earth to earth refign, end motion here. 
And thou and Ro?neo [5refs one heavy bier \ 

Nur/e, O Tihalt, Tibalt, t^e bed friend I had ; 
That ever I fhould live to fee thee dead. 

Jul, What florm is this that blows fo contrary ? 
Is Romeo flaughter'd ? and is Tihalt dead ? 

Nur/e, tihalt is dead, and Romeo banifhed, 
Romeo that kill'd him, ' he is banifhed. 

Jul, O heaven I did Romeo's hand fhed fibalt\ blood ? 

Nur/e. It did, it did, alas the day ! it did. 

Jul, O nature ! what hadll thou to do in hell. 
When thou didft bower the fpirit of a fiend 
In mbrtal paradife of fuch fweet ilefh ? Crthat deceit 

fhould dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous palace. 

Nur/e, There is no truft. 
No faith, no honefty in m^ i di\ perjur'd ; 
Shanie come io Romeo ! 

Jul, BHfler'd be thy tongue. 
For fuch a wilh, he was not born to fhamc. 
Upon his brow fhame is afham'd to iitx 
For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown'd. 
Sole monarch of the univerfal earth. 
O what a wretch w^s I to chide him fo ? 

Nur/e. Will you fpeak well of him, that kilPd your 

coufm ? 
Jul, Shall I fpeak ill of him that is my husband ? 
Ah poor my lord, what tongue Ihall fmoo:h thy name. 
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When I thy three hours wife hare mangled it ? 

Back foolifii tearsy back to your native ipring ; 

Your tributary drops belong to woe, 

Which you miftaking offer up to joy. 

My husband lives that Tibah would have ilain^ 

And Tibalt^s dead that would have kiH'd my husband ; 

All this is comfort ; wherefore weep I then ? 

Some word there was worfer than Tihalfs death 

That murder'd me ; I would forget it fain. 

But oh it preffes to my memory. 

Like damned guilty deeds to linners* minds ; 

Tibalt is deady and Romeo banijhed: 

That banijbedy that one word bajnflyedy 

Hath flain ten thoufand Tibalts : In that word 

Is, father, mother, Tibalt^ Romeo, Juliet, 

All flain, all dead ! Romeo is banijhed! 

Whei* is my father, and my mother, nurfe f 

Nurfe^ Weeping and wailing over Tibak^s coaiie : 
Will you go to them t I will bring you thither. 

JuL Waih they his wounds with tears ? My eyes 6a31 
flow 
When theirs are dry, for Romeo's banifliment. 

Nurfe, Hie to your chamber, Y\\ find Rome9 
To comfort you. J wot well where he is. 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night ; 
1*11 to him, ke is hid at Lawrence'' ceil. 

fuly Oh find him, give this ring to my true lord. 
And bid him come to take his lail farewel. [Exeunt. 

SCENE. V. 

The Mmafterf. 
Enter Friar Lawrence and Rooieo. 

Tri, jyOMEO, come forth ; come forth, thou fearfid 

man, * 
Afflidion is enamourM of thy parts i 
And thou art wedded to calamity. 

Rom, Father, what news ? what is the prince's doom ? 
What forrow craves acquaintance at my hand« 
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Fri, Too familiar 
Is my dear fon with fuch four company, 
I bring thee tidings of the prince's doom, 

Rom, What Icfs than death can be the prince's doom? 
Fri. A gentler judgment vanifhM from his lips. 
Not body's death, but body's bairifhment. 

Rom' Ha ! baniftimcnt ? be merciful, fay death i 
For exile hath more terror in his look, . 
• Much more than death : Do not fay banifhment ; 
'Tis death mif-term'd calling death banifhment ; 
Thou cut'ft my head oiFwith a golden ax, 
^ild fmil'il upon the ftroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly iinf O rude unthankfiilnefs f* 
Thy fault our law calls death ; but the kind princ^ 
Taking thy part hath pufh'd aiide the law. 
And turn'd that black word death to banifhment^ 
This is dear mercy, and thou feefl: it not. 

Rom. 'Tis torture, and not mercy : heav'n is hert 
Where Juliet lives. There's more felicity 
In carrion-ilies, than Romeo: they may feize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet^t hand. 
And ileal immortal hleflings from her lips ; 
But Romeo may not, he is banifhed ! 
O father, hadft thou no drong poifon mixt. 
No fharP;ground knife, no prefent means of deat^ 
But bam&xif nt to torture me withal. 

Fri, Fond mad-man, hear me fpeak, 
I'll give thee armour to bear off that word, 
Advcrfity's fwcet milk, philofopJiy, ' 
To comfort thee tho' thou art banifiied, 

Rom, Yet; banifhed? hang up philofophy : 
Unlefs philofophy can make a Juliet^ 
It helps not, it prevails not, talk no more ^ 

Fri, Let me difpute with thee of thy eftate. 
Rom, Thou canft not fpeak of what thotf doftnot fed : 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy bve. 
An hour but married, ^ibalt murdered : 
Poting like me» and like me banifhed ; 
Then might'ft thou fpeak, then might'ft thou tear thy har,, 
And fall upon the ground as I do now. 
Taking die mcafure of an unmade grave. 

{Ttrowing bimfelfou the ptfl^dk 
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Fri, Arife, one knocks j good Romeo hide thyfelf. 

Rem, Not I, unlefs the breathofheart-fick groans, ' 
Mift-like, infold me from the fearch of eyes. 

Fri, Hark how they knock — ^Romeo, arife. 
Who's there? ^ * 

Thou wilt be taken— flay a while — ftand up; (ICxoch. 

Run to my Hudy -By and by — God's will j 

What wilfulnefs is this ! — I come, I come. *^ [KftocJ^. 
Wholcnocks fo hard? whence come you ? what's your willl 

Nurp. [^ithin ] Let me come in, and you (hall know 
my errand : 
I come from lady Juliet. 

Fri, Welcome then. 

Enter Nurfe, 

Nurfe, O holy Friar, oh tell me, holy Friar, 
Where is my lady's lord ? where's Romeo ? [drunk'. 

Fri, There, on the ground, with his own tears made 

'Surfe, O he is even in my miftrefs's cafe, 
Juft in her cafe : O Juliet, Juliet ! 

Rom. Speak 'fl thoa of Juliet I how is it with her ? 
Since I have ftain'd the childhood of our joy 
With blood. 
Where is fhe ? how does fhe ? what fays Ihe ? 

Nurfe, O, Hiefays nothing, Sir, but weeps an,d weeps j 
And now falls on iicr bed, and then darts wp. 
And Ttbalt cries, and then on Romeo calls. 
And then down falls again. 

Rom, As if that name 
Shot from the deadly level of a gun 
Did murder her. Oh tell me, Friar, tell me, 
In what vile part of this anatomy 
Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may fack "• 

The hateful manfion, 

F;7. Hold ' thy defperateliand : 
Art thou a man ? thy form cries oOt, thou art ; 
Thy tears are womanifh, thy wild a£ts note 
Th' unreafonable fury of a bead. 
Thou haft amaz'd me. By my holy order, 
I thought thy^difpofition better- temper'd. 
Haft thoa flain libalt f wilt thou flay thyfclf ? 
And flay thy lady too, that lives in thee \ 
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What, rouze thee, man, thy .Juliet ia alive. 
Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed ; 
Afcend her chamber, hence and 9omfort her : 
But look thou ftay not 'till the watch be fet, 
For then thou canfl not pafs to Mantua, 
Where thou (halt live, 'till we can find a time 
To blaze. your marriage, reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardon of thy prince, and call thee back 
With twenty hundred thoufand times more joy. 
Than thou went'fl forth in lamentation. 
Go before, nurfe ; commend me to thy lady. 
And bid her haften all the houfe to reft, 
Romeo is .coming. 

Nur/e. ' O lord, I could have ftaid here all night long 
"1*0 hear good counfel ; oh, what learning is I 
My lord, V\\ tell my lady you will come. , 

Rom, Do (0, and bid my fweet prepare to chide. 

Nurfe, flere. Sir, a ring fhe bid me give you. Sir : 
Hie ydu, make hafte.for it grows very late. 

Rom. How well my comfort is revived by this! 

Fri. Sojourn in Mantua ; Til find out your man. 
And he fhall f^gnify-from time to time 
Every good hap to you that chances here : 
Gi^e me thy hand, 'tis late, farewel, good night. 

Rom. But that a joy, pad joy, calls out on me. 
It were a grief, fo foon to part with thee. [Exeunt, 

SCENE VI. 

Capulet'i Houfi. 

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet^ and Paris. 
Caf, nr^Hjngs have fall'n out. Sir, h unluckily 

X That we have had no time to move our 
daughter : 
Look you, (he lov'd her kinfman Tihait dearly. 

And fo did I Well, we were born to die-^—— 

'lis very. Ikte, Ihe'll not come down to night. 

J^ar. 'Thefe times of grief afford no time to woo : 
Madam, good night, commend me to your daughter. 

Cap, Sir Paris, 1 will make adefperate tender 
Of my child's love : I think fhe will b*» rul'd 
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In all refpe£b by me, nay more, I doubt it not. 
But, foft ; what day ? Well, Wednefday is too foon. 
On T^burfday (let it be :) you fhall be marry 'd. 

We'll keep no great ado a friend or two-— ^ 

For, hark you, T^ibalt being flain fo late. 
It may be thought we held hin^ carelefly. 
Being our kinfman, if we revel much : 
Therefore we*ll have fome half a dozen friends. 
And there's an end. But what fay you to ^hurfday T 

Par. My lord, 1 would that ^burfd^ were to-morrow. 

Cap, Well, get you gone on f bur/day be it then : 

Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed : [To lady Cap, 

Prepare her, wife, againft this wedding-day. 
Farewel, my lord—light to my chamber, hoa ! 
Good-night* {^Exainh 

SCENE VII. 

Tbi Garden. 
Mntir Romeo and Juliet abonje at a tvindtwi a ladder 

cf Ropes fet. 
Jul. \T 71 LT thou be gone \ it is not yet ncarday : ^ 
VV Jft was the Nightingale, and not the Lark, ' 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear j 
Nitthtly ihe fings on you pomcjjranate tree : 
^cfieve me^love, it was the nightingale. 
' Rom, It was the Lark, the herald of the morn. 
No Nightingate. Look, love, what envious ftreakft 
Do lace the fcverina clouds in yonder eaft : 
Night's candles arc burnt out, • and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe oa the mifty mouatain tops, 
I mull be gone and live, oc day and die. 

Jul. Yon light it not daylight, I know it well; 
It is fome meteor that the fun exhales. 
To be this night a torch- bearer. 
And light thee on thy way to JA€mtua% 
Then ftay a while, thou Ibalt not go fo foon. 

J^M. Let me be u'en ; let me bi^ put to deatk, 
I am contenv if thou wilt have it, fo. 
I'll fay yon gray is not the morning eye, 
'Tia but the.pale reflex of CyntUd^ brow,. 
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T\\ {ky, 'tis not the Lark whofe notes do beat. 
The vaulty heav'ns fo high above our heads ; 
Come death and welcome : Juliet w^Ils it fo. 
What fays my love ? let's talk, it is not day. 
Jul, It is, it is, hie hence away, be gone ; 
It is the Ltirk that iings fo out of tune, 
Straining harih difcords, and unpleaiing iharps. 

now be gone, more light and.light it grows. 

Rom. More light and light ? — more dark and dark Oar 
Farewel, my love : one kifs, and I'll begone, [woes. 

Entir Nur/e, 
Nitrfe. Madam. 
. JuL Nurfe. 

Nur/e, Your lady mother's coming to your chamber : 
The day is broke, be wary, look about. 

Jul. An thou gone fo ? love! lord ! ah husband,friendf 

1 muft hear from thee ev'ry day in th' hour. 
For in love's hours there are many days. 

O by this count I Ihall be much in years. 
Ere I again behold my Romeo, 

Rom, Farewel : I will omit no opportunity. 
That may convey my greetings to thee, lovel 

Jul. O think'ft thou we (hail ever meet again ? 

Rom, I doubt it not, and all thefe woes fhall ferv<r 
For fweet difcourfes, in our time to come. 

Jul, O heav'n ! I have an ill-divining foul, • 
Methinks I fee thee, now thou'rt parting from me. 
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb ! 
Either my eye-fight fails, or thou look'ft pale, 

Rom, And truft me, lore, in mine eye fo do yon : 
Dry forrow drinks our blood. Adieu ! 
My Ufe, my love, my louL Adieu ? \Exeuftt. 



SCENE VIII. 

Juliet's Chamber. 

Enter Juliet. 
Jul, /^ O fortune, fortune, all men call thee fickle. 
\J If thou art fickle, what doft thou with him 
Tkat is rcnown'd for faith i be fickle, fortune : - 
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For then I hope thou wilt not keep him long. 

But fend him back again. \ 

Enter Lady Capulet, 

La, Cap*. Ho daughter, are you up ? 

JuL Who is't that calls ? is it my Jady mother ? 
What unaccuftom'd caufe procures her hither? 

La, Cap. Why how now, Juliet ? 

JuL Madam, I'm not well. 

La, Cap, Evermore weeping for your eoufin's death ? 
"VVhat, wiit thou walh him from his grave with tears ? 

Jul. Yet let ine weep for fuch a feeling lofs. 

La. Cap. I come to bring thee joyful ridings, girl. ^ 

Jul. And joy comes well in fuch a heedful time. 
What are they, I befeech your ladyfhip ? 

La. Cap. Well, well, thou haft a careful father,'child ; 
One, who to put thee from thy heavinefs. 
Hath forted out a fudden day of joy, 
That thou expedl'ft not, nor 1 look'd not for. 

JuL Mad^m,' in happy time, what day is this J 

La. Cap. Marry, my child, early next 'f/jur/daj morn. 
The gallant, young and noble gentleman. 
The County Paris, at St. Peter's church. 
Shall happily make thee a joyful bride. 

JuL 1 wonder at this halie, that I muft wed 
Ere he that muft be husband comes to woo. 
I pray you tell my lord .and father, madam, 
I canndt marry yet.' 

La, Cap. Here comes your father, tell him fo yourfelf. 
And fee how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulet and Nurfe, 

Cap. How now ? a conduit, girl ? what, ftill in tears. 
Evermore Ihowering ? Why how now, wife I < 
Have you dciiver'd to her our decree ? • 

La.Cap. Ay, Sijjbut ftie will none, ftic gives you thanks : 
i would the iool'were marriei to her grave. 

Cap. Soft, take me with you, uke me with you, wife. 
How, will ftie none .?* doth ftie not give- us thanks ? 
Is (he not proud ; doth ihc not count her bleft, 
(Unworthy as ftic is,) that we have wrought 
So worthy gentlemaa t9 be her bridegroom ? 
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Jul, Proud can I never be of what I hate, 
But thankful even for hate, that is meant love. 

Cap, Thank me no thankings. 
Bat fettle your fine joints againrt fhurf^ay next. 
To go with Paris to faint Peter i church : 
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 

La, Cap, Fy, fy, what, are you mad ? 

Jul, Good father, I befeech yoa on my knees. 
Hear nie with patience, but to fpeak a word. 

Cap. Hang thee, young baggage, difobedient wretch, 
Ttcll thee what; get thee to church a Tburflay, 
Or never after look me in the face. 
Speak not, reply not, do not anfwer me. 
Wife, we fcarce thought us bleft. 
That God had fent us but this only child, 
But now I fee this one is one too much, 
And that we have a curfe in having her: 
Out on her. hilding. 

Nurfe, Heaven blefs her : 
You are to blame, my lord, to rate her {o. 

Cap, And why, 'my lady wiidom f'liold your tongae. 
Good prudence, fmatter with your goflips, go^ 

Nurfe* J fpeak no^reafon. 

Cap, Peace, you mumbling fool ; 
Utter your gravity o'er a goffip's bowl. 
For here we need it not. 

La, Cap. You are too hot. 

Cap, Good wife, it makes me mad ; day, night, late, 
early, 
At home, abroad; alone, in company^ 
Waking or fleeping ; flill my care hath been * 

To have her matched ; and having now provided 
A gentleman of noble parentage, 
Of fair demeans ; youthful, and nobly allied. 
Proportioned as one's thought would wifh a man : 
And then^o have a wretched puling fool, 
A whining mamaiet, in her fortune's tender 
To anfwer, Til not wed, I cannot love^ 
J Am too young, I pray you, pardon me.— ^ 
But if you will not wed, look to't, think on't, 
I do not ufe to jeft, Thur/day is near. 



If you be mine, I'll give you to my iricnd : 
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If you be not, hang, beg, ftarve, die i'th' flreets ; 

For by my foul, iTl ne'er acknowledge thee. [Exit. 

Jul, Is there do pity fitting in the clouds. 
That fees into the bottom of my grief ? 
O fweet my mother, call me not away. 
Delay this marriage for a month, a week ; 
Or if you do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monument where Tibait lies, 

La. Cap. Talk not to me, for 111 not fpeak a word* 
^0 as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. [Exit. 
Jul O heaven ! O nurfe, how Ihall this be prevented? 
Alack, alack, thatlieav'n (hould pradlife ilratagems 
Upon fo foft a jubjeft as myfelf. 

Nurfe. Rife, faith here it is : 
llome§ is baniih'd ; all the world to nothing. 
That he dares ne'er come back to challenge yea : 
Or if he do, it needs muil be by ilealth : 
Then, iince the cafe fo Aands, I think it beil 
You married with the Count. 
Jul Speakeft thou from thy heart ? 
Nurfe, And from my foul t00> 
Or elfe belhrew them both. 
Jut. Amen, Amen. 
Nurfe, What? 

Jul. Well, thou haft comforted me marvellous muchi 
Go in, and tell my lady I am -gone. 
Having difpleas'd my father, to Lawrence' ce}l. 
To make confeflion, and to be abfolvcd, 
Nurfe. Marry I will, and this is wifely done. [Exitm 
Jul, Ancient damnation ! O moft wicked fiend I 
Is it more fin to wtfti me thus forfworn. 
Or to difpraife my lord with that fame tongue 
Which Ihe hath prais*d him with above compare. 
So many thoufand times ? go» counfellor, 
Thou and my bofom henceforth fhall be twain ; 
I'll to the friar to know his remedy ; 
If all elfe fail, myfelf have power to die. [Exit. 
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ACT IV- SCENE L 

Ti&tf Mo N A STB RT, 

Enter Friar Lawrence and Paris. 

Friar. 

ON Thurfilay^ Sir f the time is very fhort. 
Ptfr. My father Ci^«/// will have it fo. 
And I am nothing flow to flack his hafte. 

Fru You fay, you do not know the lady's miad 2 
Uneven in this courfe, I like it not. 

Par Immoderately ftie weeps for Tihalii death. 
And thiereforc have I little talk!d of love. 
For Vems fmiles not in a hoafe of tears . 
Now, Sir, her father counts it dangerous 
That flie fliould give her forrow fo much fway ; 
And in his wifdom haftcs our marriage. 
To flop the iivundation of her tears ; 
Now do you know the reafon of this haHe ? 

Tri. I would I knew not why it fliould be flowM. 
Look, Sir, here coriies the lady tow'rds my cell. . 

Enter Juliet. 

Tar. Welcome my love, my lady, and my wife. 

Jul. That may be. Sir, when I may be a wife. 

Par. That may be,.muft be, love, on ^burjdt^ next 

Juh What muft be, fliall be. 

Par. Come -^^ to xfi'9^^ coafeffions to this father \ 

Jul. 'to anfwer that were to ^onfeff to yoa : 
Are yott.at leifure, holy ^thcr,, i^ow, 
. .^Qr (hall I come to thf e. at eyeidng fnafs } - 

Frtl My leifure (erves me, penflve dat^hter^ now. 
My lord, I n>ull intreatth^B time alone/ 

Par. Heaven fliield, J flxould difturb devotion : 
^«//>/ on Tbur/a^ w\y will I tquz^'^wl; 
Till then adiea !.aad,keep this holy kifs.. , lE^U Park. 
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Jul. Go, ihtJt th^ door; aftd when thou hail done tm 
Ccir.c weep with jnc, paA hope, paft cure* piud hda. 

Fr/. O 7»//V/, i already know thy grief. 

Jul. Tell me not. Friar, that thou k^ow'H my grief, 
Unlefs (hpu.t^ll jne bpw J may present k. 
Jf in thy wifdom thou canft give no help. 
Do thou but.call my r^fplutiop wHe, % 
And with this ftcel Til help it pfcfcntly. . 
Hcav*n joined my heart and Romeo^a i thou our liands. 
And er« tbh hand, by thtfe^o It&me^ feard. 
Shall be the label to another deed. 
Or my true heart wi^ ireacllerous revolt 
Give to apot]k^er» this (hall flay th«9 l^f^ : ^ 

Therefore out of thy long-experieDC'd tiw^ 
Give me feme preient counCef, or behold 
*Twixt my extremes a^d me thi< bloody dagger 

Shall play the um^e ;^ 

6peak now,^ bet brief; for I deiire toc^ 
If what thou fpeak*il fpeak not of re«oedy. 

Frt. Hold, daughter ; 1 do 'fpy a kind of kope. 
Which craves as defperate an execatk^n. 
As that is defperate which we wouM preveat 
If rather than to marry County Farif 

Thou haft the ftre^gtb or will to ijajr Cbyfd^ 
Then it ifclilKlir tfapu wilt fUidert^jEp 
A thing like de^ to free thee ffom thiAamnug^ 
And if thpu,dv'ft,. TU^pvet^ remedy. 

Ju/. O bid me leap, rather than marry Parit, 
From off the battlepients of yonder tower ; 
Or chaki me tofome fteepy mountain^ top. 
Where roamg bears and^ lavage lions roam ; 
Or ftiik me nightly in a chamel-houfe» 
O*er-€over'd quite with ^^A mens rattling bq^eu ' 
Wkk. reeky fhahks, and yellow chapleft icaU^ 
Or bict me go- into ft new-^nade j^ave. 
And hk)e me witii a dead man in his fhroud ; 
Things that to hear them nanaM, have made mp tronbt^ 1 
And 1 will do it without fear or doubt, 
To live an unftahiM wife to my fwtet love. ' 

Fri. Hold, then go home, be merry, give conieat 
To marry PaHs f 'look thoti lye alone. 
(Let not thy aurfeljEewitk thee in iby diamber.) 
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And when thoa art ilone, take thoa this vial. 
And this ^Hilled liqaor drink thou off, 
Wbcnprefently through all thy veins fliall run 
A cold and drowfy haoiour, which (hall feize 
Each vital fpi/it ; for no piilfe (hall keep 
His natVal piogref9» 4>at%ifceafe to beat. 
No warmth, no breath ihall teftify thou llv*ft ; 
The rofes in thy lips and cheeks ih^ail fade 
To paly afties ; tl^ eyes' windows fall, 
Like death, when he (huts np the day of life s 
And in thifi.borrow*d likeoefi ef fhniiik deasht ^ 
Thou ihalt contuue two and forty hours. 
And then awaMt atfirom aj^aTanifileep. 
Now when the bridegroom in the morning comet 
To rottfe thee from my bed, there art dioii dead : 
Then as the miMier of oor cmintry is. 
In thy bed robes uncorer'd on the bier, 
Thou fhalt be borne to that fame ancient vault. 
Where all the kindred of the CapuUts lie. 
In the mean time, againft thou (halt awake. 
Shall RomtQ by^y l^ers kROw. our dJtift, 
And hither ihall he come ; and he and I 
Will watch thy waktag, and diat ytty night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to ilfa«#«« j 
And this fhall &ee tJKe fy^ss^ tfai» prefect fliame, 
1£ no'unconftant toy nor womaniih feai 
Abate thy vakm ia the a^Mng it. 
Jul. Give me, O give me, tell me ftot of fear. 

Fri. Hold, get you gone, befirong and pro^crona 
In this refpke i 111 fend a Friar with fpeed 
To Mimtua^ with i^ ki^as to thy W. 

Jul. Lovre, give /He ftf«tig^» and length fhaQ kelp 
afford. 
Farewcl, dear father > ■ m [Mxmtik 
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^W — ^h— — m1—— —^1— "i— — 11 ■III. 

SCENE II. 

Capukt'x Houfe. 

jp«r^ Capulet, Lady Cz^tt, and Nurfi. 
Cap* \%7 HAT, is my daughter gone to Friar Law 

i^urjk. Ayforfooth, 

Cap. Well, he may chiince to do feme good on heri 
A peevifh felf- wiil'd harlotry it is. 

EnUr Juliet. 

Aftr/^. See, wherefiie comes from Shrift with mtrry 

look/ 
Cap. How now, my hcad-fbrong ? where have yoa 

been gadding f 
Jul, Where I have learnt me to repent the fin 
Of difobedient oppofition 
To you and your behefts ; and am enjoined 
By holy Lawrence^ to fall proftrate here, 
• And beg your pardon ; pardon, I befeech you f 
Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you 

Cap. Send for the County, go tell him of this^ 
rU have this knot knit up to- morrow morning. 
'. ^«/. Imet the youthful lord at Lanjisrenci cell. 
And gave him what becoming love I. might, 
•Mot ftepping o*er the bomnb of mode^. 

Cop, Why I am glad on't, this is weU ; fiand up ; 
Kow afore heav'n this reverend holy Friar,—— - 
All our whole city is much bound to him. 

Jul, Nurfc, will you go with me into my dofct. 
To help me fort fuch needful ornaments 
As you think fit tO'iumiih me to-morrow. 
'- ^'^ •■^ '- • La. Cap. 
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La. Cap, No not *tUl nurjdaj, there is time enough. 
Cap, Q09 Nurfe, go with her ; we'll to church toe 
morrow. ^ {Extunt Juliet and Nwfi. 

La, Cap. We ihall be fhort in our provifion ; 
"•Tis now near night. 

<:ap. Tulh^all things fhall be well. 
Go thou to Juliet^ help to deck up her : ' 
ril not to bed, bat walk myfelf to Paris ^ 
T' appoint him *gainft to-morrow. My heart's lighf. 
Since this fame wayward girl is fo reclaimed* 

lE;ceuHt Capulec and lady Capoiet. 



SCENE III. 

JulictV CAtf/w^rr. 
Enter }\i\itt ami Nurfi, 

Jul. A Y, thofe attires are beft ; but, gentle Nurfe, 

£\ I pray thee leave me to myfelf to nighc : 
For I have need of many orifons 
To more the heav'ns to fmile upon my ftate. 
Which, well thou know'il is crois and full of fin. 

Enter lady Capulet. 

La. Cap. What, are you bufy ? do you need my help } 

Jul No, madam, we have cull'd fuch ncceffaries 
As are behovcful for our ftate to-morrow; 
So pleafe you, let me now be left alone. 
And let the Nurfe this night fit up with you ; 
For I am fure you have your hands full all. 
In this fo fudden bullnefs. 

La. Cap. Then good night : 
Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. lExenm 

Jul. Farewel heav'n knows, when we ihali 

meet again f 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins. 
That almoft freezes up the heat of life. 
1*11 call them back again to comfort me. 
Nurfij yet what (houW they do here I 
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Mf difinAlfcene Jneedt muft aft alove; 

Irakis 9ut the phiaf. 
Come» vial — What if this mixtare do not work «t all f 
Shall I of force be married to the Count f 

No, no, thb fhall forbid it ; lie thou there* 

[Pointing to^daggir^ 
What if it be a poiibn» which the Friar 
Subtly hath miniftred, to have me dead. 
Left in this marriace he fhould be di&oiioar*d, 
Becaufe he marriearoe before to RomMo f 
I fear it is ; and vet methinks it fhould not, 
For he hath ftill been tried, a holy man ■ 

* How, if when I am laid into the tomb, 
I wake before the time that Rome9 
Comes to redeem me ? there^s a feArful point f 
Shall I not then be fliHed in the vaalt. 
To whofe foul mouth no healthfom air breathes in \ 
And there be ftrangled ere my Km/to omleft ? 
Or if I live, is it not very like * ■« 

The hon-ible conceit of death and night. 
Together with the terror of the place, 
(As in a vault, an ancient receptacle. 
Where for thefe many hundred years> the bonti 
Of all my buried anceftors are pack'd ; 
Where bloody Tihah^ yet hot green in earth, 
Lies feibing in his fhroud j where, as they fay, , 
At feme hours in the night fpirits refort— — — ') 
Alas, aUs! is it not like, that I 
So early waking, what with loathfome fmcHs, 
And fhrieks like Mandrakes torn out of the Earth, 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad. -* — — -;- 
Or if I wake, fhall I not be dift^aught, 
(Invironed with all thefe hideous fears, ) 
And madly play with my forefathers joints, 
And pluck the mangled Tthalt from his "fhroud \ 
And in this rage, with fome great kinfman^s bone 
As with a club, dafh out my dcfp'rate brains?- 
O look ! methinks I fee my coufln^s ghofl 

Seeking out Komeo Stay, fiW/; ftayl 

KomtOi I come \ this do I drink tb thee. \prinh. 

\^hi threw hrfdffinthe M. 

. ^ S C E N E 
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S C E N E , IV, 

^ H A ^ 1.. 

Em^fT Loify Capalet and Nurfi. 

jLf . Cap. TT OLD, take thefe keys and fetcli mtre 

• -X -4 fpices, N«rfe. 
Nurfe, Th€/ call for daces and qumces in the p*llqr» 

Entir Capulct and Ladjf meeting, 

Cf^ Come, ftir, ftif,^ ftir, the fecond cock bath 
crow*d. 
The curphcw boll hath rang, 'tis three o'clock : 
Look to the bak*d meats, good Angelica^ 
Spare no^forcoft. 

Nurfe, Go, yoacot-qaeango; 
Get you to bed; faith you'll be fick to morrow. 
For this night's watching. 

Cap, No not a whit ; what. I have watch'd ere now 
All night for a lefs cauib, and ne^er been lick. 

[Piay mujick. 
The County will be here with mdfick ftraight. 
For fo he faid h& would. —-I hear him near. 
Nurfe,— -wife, what ho ? whit nurfe, I fay ? 

Enter Nurfe, 

Go waken JuUet^ go and trim her up. 

ril go and chat with Paris : hie, make hafte ; 

Make hafte, 1 fay. lExit Gapulet. 
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SCENE y . 

S c E M E draws and difcovers Juli«t on a bed. 

iVi^C^. T% yf Iftrcfs, whatmiftrefs! Juliet Fail I 

IVX warrant her, * 

Why, lamb— why, lady— Fy, you flug-a bed— -_ 
Why, love. 1 fay— Madam, fwect-hearc-^why, bride— 
What, not a word f you take yonr pennyworths now j 
Sleep for a week \ for the next night, I warrant 

That you (hall reft but little God forgivq mc— - 

Marry and amen- How found is flie afleep? 

I muft needs wake her : Madam, madam, madam 

Ay, let the.County take you in your bed — * 

Hell fright you up, i'faith. Will it not be ? 

What, drcft, and in your doaths-^— and down aeain \ 

I myft needs wake you : Lady, lady, lady,.— ^ 

.Alas, alas I help/ help! my lady's dead, 

O wcll-a-day, that ever I was born ? 

Ho i my lord, my lady ! 

Enter Lady Capulct, 

La. C'p. What noife is here f 

Nur/e, O lamentable day I 

La. Cap. What is the matter f 

Nuf/e, Look, oh heavy day f 

La. Cap. Oh. me, my child, my only li/el 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee : 
Help, help \ call help. 

Enter Capulet; 

Cap. For fhamc bring Juliet forth, her lord h come* 
Nurfe. She's dead, {he's dead: alack the day! 
Cfp. Ha f let me fee her Out alas, (he's cold. 

Her blood is fectiled, and her joints are (liH^, 

Life and thefe lips have long been feparated : 

Death lies on her, like an untimely froft 

Upon the fweetelt flower of the field, 

Accurfed limei unfortunate o]d man! 

Bnttr 
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Emer Friar Lawrence, aitd Paris voith Mujuiam^ 

Fri, Coaie« is the bride ready to go to church J 

Cap^ Ready to go, but never to retura* 
O Ton, the nigbt beifore the wedding-day 
Death has embraced thy wife : fee, there (he lies. 
Flower as (he was^ nipp*d in the bud by him ! 
Oh Juliet, oh my Child, Child ! 

Par, Have I thought lonz to fee this mormiiig*s facs^ 
And doth it give me fuch a fight as this > 

La. Cap. Accuril, unhappy, watched, hateful day. 

Cap. MoH miferable hour, that Time e*er faw 
In lahing labour of his pilgrimage. 
But ontt poor one, one poor and loving child. 
But one thing to enjoy and folace in. 
And cruel death hath catcht it from my fight. 

Fri^ Your daughter lives in peace and happinefs ; 
Heav*n and yourielf had part in this fair maid. 
Now, heav'n hath all «— dry up your fruitless tears ; 
Come, flick your rofemary on this fair corps, 
And as the cuftom oi our country is. 
Convey her where her ancefiors lie tombM. 

Cap. All things that we ordained to feiUval^ 
Turn from their office to black funera. : 
Our Inftruments, to melancholy bells ; 
Our wedding chear, to a fad burial feaft ; 
Our folemn hymns to fallen dirges change $ 
And bridal flowers ferve for a buried coarAt, 
And all things change them to the contrary. 

Fri. Sir, go you in, and Madam go with him; 
And go Sir Paris^ every one prepare 
To follow this fair Coarfe unto her grave. 
The Heav'ns do low'r upon you, for fome ill ; 
Move them no more by crofi^ng their high will. 

[Exfunti 



C 5 ACT 
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A C T V. S C E N E I. 

^he inftie ^f a Churth. 

Inter the funeral proceffion of 7«i>#$ in whtcb tlie 
following Dirge b fung. 

CHORUS* 

Heart-hrtakihg fighs 
fbe fwoe-firaught bofomfweH % 

Forfigbs alone f 

Jnd ii/mal moan, 
Should echo ]\xYitl"iktteIL 

AIR. 

this gOf:i— thifrveeteftfow^r ofUvf, 

That blooming bleft our pgbt ; 
^hofo eyes <ivbkhfl>one Hke breaking day^ 

Jre Jet in enHtfs nigbt t 

CHORUS. 

Rife, rife ! &c. 

A I R. 

tbii g9tie, fht'i g «, n^r Uiwes behind 
Sofdr aform^ fo pure a mind i 
How could*/ thou. Death, at once deftri^, 
ne UiwU hope, the Parent'f joyf 

CHORUS. 

lU/e^Rifet&c, ' ^j^^ 
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A I R. 

fl^Jpotleft foul^ loai down kUw, 

Our nnfngi^d firrvw fee ; 
Oh give uifiretigth to hear our *WH%- 

T^ tear the Jofi of Thee ! 

CHORUS. 
Kiffy Rifti Ac^. 

SCENE 11. 
Mantua. 



I 



Enter Romeo. 

F I may tnift ifhe flattery of fleep, 
j^ My drcanw prcfagc fome joyful ntm at kand : 
My bofomjs lord fits lightly on kk throne , 
And all this day, an unaccuftom*d %lrit 
Lifts me above the ground with chearfal thoughfi^ '> 

I dreamt, mv lady came and fband me dead. 
And breathed fuch life with kiflcs in my lips^ 
That I revived and was an Empetor. 
Ah me I how fweet ia k>ve atfelf pofeft. 
When bat lov€*« ihadows are io nek in joy ? 

Enter (althazaft. 

News ftrom r«-fl«^i— ^How now, BeMmutr f 
Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Frtar I 
How dotHmy lady } is my father well ? 
How doth my yuHet f tk^ I ask again» 
For nothing can be ill, if (he be we&. 

BaL Then (he is well, and notkii^ Oftbe iUi 
Her body deeps in Cafulet^s monument. 
And her immortal pM with aneels lires ; 
I (aw her carried to her kindred s vamk', - 
And prefeAdy took pod! to teM k you : 
O, pardon me for bringing thefe ill news. i 

Rom, Is it even fo? then I defy >ou^ (la»!-*^p^ . 

Bid. My Lord! 

^. - ' . . Jhm 
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Rpm, Thou know^ft my lodging, get me ink and pap«r» 
And hirepoft-horfes. Twill hesce ronight. 

BaL Pardon me, Sir, I dare not. leave yon thus. 
Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some mifadventure 

Rom. Go, thou art deceived $ 
Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do : 
Haft thou no letters to me from- the Friar I 

Bal* No, good my Lord. 

Rom. No matter : Get thee gone. 
And hire thofe horfes, 1*11 be with (hee (|raight. 

[Exit Balthazar. 

Well, Juliit, I will lie with thee to night j 

Xet's iee for mieanf— ^ O mifchief f thou art fwifc 

To enter in the thought of defperate jnen ! 

I do remember an Apothecary, 

And hereabout he dwells, whom late I noted 

In tatter*d>'eed8, with overwhelming brows. 

Culling of fimples ; meagre werejiis lopks. 

Sharp mifery had worn him to the bones : 

And in 1^ needy (hop a^rtoife hung. 

An alligator ftuft, and other skins 

Of ill-ihap'd fiihes; and about his fhelvei 

A beggarly account of empty boxes ; 

Green earthen pots, blac^ders, and mufty feeds. 

Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of rofet 

Were thinly icatter'd, to make up a fliew. 

Noting his penary, tOmyfelf I faid. 

An* if a man did liecd a poifon now, • 

Here lives a cahifF wretch would fell it him. 

Oh this fame thought did but forerun my need. 

As I remember thislhouM be the hbufe. 

Being holy-day, the .beggar*s ftiop is fhut. 

What, hof apothecary f 

Enter Apothecary. ^ 

Jp, Who caRs fo kmd ? 

Rom Come hither, man ; I fee that thou art poor; 
Hold, there are forty ducats : let me have 
A dram t>f poifon. fuch fobn-fpeeding gecr. 
As will difpcrfe itfelf thro' all the vcinjr, 
1 h«f the hfe-weary Taker may foon die. 

Jp. 
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Ap. Such mortal drugs I have, but Mantua\ law 
Is death Co any he that utters them. 

Rum, Art thou fo bare and full of wretchednefs. 
And fear*ft to die ? famine is in thy cheeks ; 
Need and oppreffion ftare within thine eyes» 
Contempt and beggary hang on thy back : 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law ; 
The world affords no law to make thee rich : ^ 

hen be not poor> bat break it, and take this. 

Ap. My poverty, but not my will confents. \JR^tf* 

Rom. I pay thy ppvcrty, and not thy will, 

[Apothecary retitms^ 

Ap» Put this in any liquid thing you will. 
And drink it off, and if you had theftrength 
Of twenty men it would difpatch vou ftraight. 

Rom, There is thy gold, worfc poifon to mens fouls. 
Doing more murder in this loathfome world. 
Than thefe poor compounds that thou may*jft not fell : 
I fell thee poifon, thou had fold me none. 
Farewel, buy food, and get thee into flelh. 
Come cordial, and not poiion, go with me ' 
To Ju/ufs grave, for there muft I ufe thee. [Exeunt. 



SCENE III 

The Monaftery at Verona. 

inter friar John, to friar ^ Lawrence. 

John. TT O L Y Francifcan Friar! brother ! ho f 

XX Icnv. This fame fhould be the voice tf 
Friar John, 
Welcome from Mantua i what fays Romeo? 
Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 

John, Going to find a bare-foot brother out. 
One of our order to alTociate me, 
Htre in this tity vifiting the fick; 
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And' finding tim, the fearchew of the town, 
(Sufpcaing that we both were in a houfe 
Where the infeaious peftilcnce did reign) 
Scal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth. 
So that my fpeed to Mantua there was ftaid. 
law. Who bore my letter then to Romeo ^ 
John. I could not fend it j here it is again. 
Nor get a meffenger to bring it thee. 
So fearful were they of infedtion. , , ^ , 
It^. Unhappy fortune ! by my brotherhood,. 
Tte letter was not nice, but full of charge. 
Of dear import, and the ncgleding it * 
May do much danger. Friar Johu^ go hence. 
Get me an iroa crow, and bring it ftraight 
Unto my cdl. , , , , , • *» . 

J^ibn. Brother, rU go and bnng it thee. [Exit. 

Law. Now muft 1 to the monument alone : 
Within thefe three hours will fair Juliet wake \ 
She win beOirew me much that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents : 
But I will write again to Mantuay 
And keep her at my cell 'till Romeo come. 
Poor living coarfe, dos'd in a dead man's tomb ! 

[Extt, 



SCENE IV. 

A Churcb-yard: In iV, a Monument belonging t$ 
the Caputetsi 

Enter Pari«, amt bis Page witb a light. 

Par,r^ IVE mc thy torch, boy; hence, and ftani 

\jr aloof. 
Yet put it out, for I would not be feen : 
Under yond yew-tree lay thee all along. 
Placing thy car dofe to the hollow gioand j 
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So IhaV BO foot upon the church-yard tread. 
(Being Ibofe, i^ft&m, withdiggbg «pof gr*v«ji) 
Bat thoa {halt hear it : whiflle th€« to Qie> . 
As fignal that thoa hear'ft foaieihing. approach. 
Give me thefe-itoir'n. Doaa I bid thee; go< 

.Fj^^. i am almoft afraid to ftaiid alo^e 
Here in the charch-yard, yet I will adventure. {Exit* 

Par. Sweet flowers ! with flow'rs thy bridjd bed X 
ftrow ; \^trmudngjhmru 

F«r Jmiut^ that with aagels doft remaui» 
Accept this Uteft favour au my ha«d. 
That living honoar'4 thee» and* being dead> 
With fWrn'obfeqakfl adcrn thy tomb. 

-*The boy enves wamtng, fomething doth approach--.^ ' 
What curfed foot wanders this way to night. 
To crofs mjr dbfeqaies \ and true loves rite ? 
What I with a torch ? mitfle ne, nigltt, a while. 

[Paris #-^/r/#. 



SCENE V. 

Enter Romeo a$td Balthgfar nmth a Ugbt. 

Rtm. y^ I V E me the wrenching iron, 

VJ Hbld, take this letter, early la themorniat 
See thou deliver it to my lord and father* 
Put out the torch, and oathy life, I charae thee. 
Whatever thou hear'^ or feek, iland aU atoo^ 
And do not interrupt me in my courfe. 
Why J defcend into this bed of death. 
Is partly to behold my lady's face : 
But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger 
A i^cious ring, a ring that I muft uTe 
In dear employment ; therefone hence, be gone : 
But if thou, jealous, doH return to pry 
In what I farther ihall intend to do. 
By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint. 

And 
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And drew this hungry church-j^ard with thy limbs i 
The time and my intents are favage, wild, * 

More fierce and more inexorable far 
Than empty tigers, pr the roaring fca. 

JBai* I will he gone. Sir, and not trouble yon. 
Rom. So (halt thou win my favour. Take thou that 
Live and be profp'rous, and farewel, good fellow. . * 

Bal. For all this fame, TU hide me ntar this place ; 
His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt.. [Exit. 

Rom. Thou dateftable maw, thou womb of death, 
Gorg'd with the deaj«ft morfel (^ the.earth } 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open. 

[Breaking open th$ msmimtnt. 
And in dcfpight I'll cram thee with more food. 

Far. \%he^ng bimfelf.'] Stop thy unhallowed toil, vile 
Mountague : 
Can vengeance be purfu'd further than death ? 
Condemned villati^, I do apprehend thee ; 
Obey, and go with me, for thou muil die. 

Rom. I muft indeed, and therefore came T hither-^ 
Good gientle youth, tempt not a defpVate mas; 
Tly hence and leave me : 
By heaven, I Ipve thee better than myfelf ; ' 
For I come hither arm*d againft myfelf. 

Par, J do defy thy pity and thy counfej. 
And apprehend thee for a felon here. 

Rom, Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee, boy. 

.. ' * [TteyJigbt.Vivi^faiis. 

* Page, bh lord, they fight f I will go call the Watch. 

Par, Oh, lamhain; if thou be merciful. 

Open the tomb, lay be with Juliet, [Dies. 

Rom. In faith, I will : let me perufe this face— — « 
Mercutio^s kinfman t Noble County Paris f 
Give me thy hand. 

One writ \^ith me in four misfortune's book, 
I'll bury thee^in a triumphant grave, 
For here lies Juliet ^ ^ ■■Oh my love, ray wife. 
Death that hath fuckt th^ honey of thy breath. 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 
7houartnot conqu'r'd, beauty's enfign yet 
Is crimfoa in thy lips, and in thy cheeks. 

And 
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And deatVs pale fla^ is not adranced there. 

Oh Juliitt why art uioa yet fo fair --«- here, here 

Will I fct up my ererlailing reft ; 

And (hake the yoke of inaufpicious ftars 

From this world-weary flefliy 

Come bitter condadt, come anfavVy gvide. 

Thou defpVate pilot, now at once run on 

The dafhing rocks my fea-fick weary bark : 

No more — here's to my love !— -eyes, look your lai} 

Arms, take your laft embrace ; and lips, do you 

The doors of breath feal with a righteous kiCi.— 

Soft — fhe breathes, and flirs ! [Juliet njoaio* 

Jul. Where am I ? defend me f 

Rom. She fpeaks, (he lives ; and we (hall ftiU be 
blefs'd ! 
My kind propitious ftars oVrpay me now 
For all my forrowt paft rife, rife, my JuUttf 

And from this cave of death, this houfe of horror, 
Qaick let me fnatch thee to thy Rcmeat arms, 
I'here breathe a vital fpirit in thy lips. 
And call thee back to life and love [Takes btr b^futi 

Jul. Blefs me ! how cold it is ! whofe's there ! 

Rom. Thy husband, 
*T]s thy Romeot Juliet i rais*d from defpatr 
To joys unutterable I quit, quit this place. 
And let us fly together—- [Brings her from thefomh. 

Jul. Why do you force me fo— I'll ne'er confent-^- 
My ftrength may fail me, but my will's unmov'd,— - 
I'll not wed Faris^^^-^Rsmeo is tSiy husband — 

Rom. Herfenfes are unfettl d^ Heav'n reftore *effl ! 
Romeo is thy husband ; I am that Romeo^ 
Nor all th* oppofing pow'rs of earth or mas, 
^hall break our bonds, or tear thee from my heart. 

Jul. I know that voice Its magic fweetneCi wakes 

My tranced foul— I now remember well 

Each circumftance— Qh my lord, my Husband-r- 

[Qoing to imbreui Jbsmi 
Doft thou avoid me, Romeo f let me touch 
Thy hand, and tafte the cordial of thy lips 

You fright me fpeak — Oh let me hear fome voke 

Befides my own in this drear vault of death. 
Or I ihall faint fupport me * 
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ttm. OhIcMiadt, ^ :, .^ 

I have no ftrenglh, Iwt want thy feeble aid. 
Cruel poifon! 

JuL Poifon ! what mcani my lord i thy trerobhag 

voice \ . 1 r • 

Pale lips [ and fwiHimirig eyes ! death's in thy face \ 

Rem. It is indeed 1 ftraggle with him now-— 

The tranfporta that 1 fclt^ to hear thee fpeak. 
And fee thy opening eyes, ftopt for a moment 
His impetuous courfe, and all my mind 
Was happinefs and thee; but now the poifon 
Rofiies thro' my veins— ——IVe not time to tel l 
Fate brought me to this place— -to take a laft, 
Laft larewel of ny love and with thee die. 

JuL Die ? was the Frtar falfe I 

Rpm. I know not that*— — — 
I thought thee dead ; 'diHra^ed at the fight, 
(Fatal ^d) drank poifOn, kifs'd thy cold li|>ff. 
And found within thy artns a precious grave- 
But in that momen— — — Oh 

JmL And did I wake for thi» i 

Rom. My powers are blaftc4, 

Twixt death and love I'm torn ^I am djftraa«d ! 

But death's ftr(mgcft*-atid toiift I leave the©» JftUa ! ^ 
Oh cruel curfed fate ! in fight of heav'n— - — 

y«/. Thourav'ft- lean on my breaft 

Rom. Fathers have flinty hearts, no tears can mck 

Nature pleads in vain— Children mull be wretched— ^ 

Jul. Oh my breaking heart .^ 

Rom.^Vt is my v\ife-*-oor hearts arc twm d together^ 

Capulet, forbear— -Ptfn/, kwfe your hold 

Pull not our heart-ftrings thus they crack they : 

faccak 

&iJiUiet! Julin! i^'"* 

Jul. Stay, ftay, for mc, «ww»~ — — 
K monaenc ftay ; .fate marries us m death. 
And we are w ■ ■ »» pow'r (hall part w. 

[Fainh on Romeo / bo^. 
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Enter Friar Lawrence nviii lantbamy crvw, and J^adi. 

Fri, St. Francis be my {f^ \ haw^ to »i{^. 
Have my oU feet ilumbieU at graves } w1m>> tiMtt^ 
Alack, alack ! what blood is this which ftaliu 
The ftony entrance of this fepulchre ! 
JuL WhoV there 

Fri, Ah Juliet awake, aid /?«M«0dead! 
And Paris too *■ ■ .Qh whkt aa ankiad hoar 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance \ 

Jul. Here he is ftiU, and I will hoM him faft» 
They (hall not tear him from jpc ■ ■ ■ 

Fri. Patience^ Lady » — > 

Jul: Who is that f Oh thou curfed Friar f patience I 
Talk'ff thou «f patience to a wretch like me I 

Fri. Ofa\alerrorl rife, thou fair diftr eft, > 
And fly this fccne of death f 

Jul. Come thou tfot near me, 
Or this dagger fiiall quit way Romei^ deftCh { 

• • [DriTMv a dagger^ 

Fri. I ponder not thy grieft hare mtde thee defpVaie^ 
What noife without! {w^ontJuHgt, let us fly »—?-*-• 
A greater potv -r than vl^e caa eoflitradid^ 

Hath thwarted our intents *oome, hafi« away, 

I win difp^fe thee, moft unhappy I ady, 

Amongfl a fifterhood of holy nuns; 

Stay not^o queftioa ' f or the. watch is coming, 

Cf0i^, go, good Juliet -^^1 dare not longer flay. [E^est. 

Jul., Go, get thee, hence, I will not away ■ ■ ■ • 
What's here ! aphi»l ■ >Jg«iig's limelefsenA. 
O churl drink all, and leave no friendly drop 
To help me after *■ I'willkifs thy lips,. 

Hat>ly lome pbifon yet doth hai^ on them 



[Kifis Umt^ 
[Wttch andfzgc lUiiViiVr.] 

f^atch. Lead, boy,.whkh way ■ ■ " ■ n" 

Jul. Noife again? 
Then I'M be Brie f ■ ■ ■ l Oh happy dagger f 
This is thy iheach, there reft aAd let laedie. 

[Kiili he,j0lf. 
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Soy. This is the place i my liege. 

Enter Prince, {5fc. 
Prin, What tniCadventare b fo earty up, 
That calls our perfon from its morning's reft ? 

Enter Capolet. 

Caf. What (hould it be, that they fo flirick abroad f 
The people in the ftreet cry Romev ; 
Some, Jnitet; and fome, Paris; and all run 
With open outcry tow'rd our Monument. 

Prin. What fear is this, which ftartles in your ears ? 

fTatch. Sovereign, here lies the County Paris ilaih. 
And Romeo dead^*- ■ yuliet thought dead before 
Is warm and newly kiird i 
^' G^. Oh me, this fight of death is as a bell^ 
That warns my old age to a fepalchre. 

Enter Mountagne. 

Prin. Come Motrntt^gnOf for thou art early up. 
To fee thy fon and heir now early falPn ■■ m 

Moun, Alas my liege my wife is dead to nighty 
Grief of my fon's exile hath ilopp*d her breath • 
What farther woe confpires againft my age I 

Prin, Look there and fee— ■ 

Monn, Oh thou antaoght, what manners is in this^ 
To prefs before thy father to a grave I 

Prin. Seal up the mouth of outrage for a while 
Till we can clear thefe ambiguities, 
And know their fpring and head-— mean time forbear. 
And let mifchance be Uave to patience : 
Bring forth the parties of fufpicion. 

Fri. I am the greateft. 

Prin. Then fay at once what thou doft kQOW of this^ 

Fri, Let us retire from this dread fcene of death 
And ril anfeld the whole ; if ought i^ thh 
Mifcarried by my fault, let my old life 
Be facrific'd iome hour before its time 
Unto the rigour of fevereft law. 

Prin. We Aill have known thee for a hoty nua : 
Where be thefe enemies, Capulet / Mountague / 
See what a fcourge is laid upon your hate. 

Qsf. 
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Cap. Oh brother Mountagui^ give me thy haii4» 
This is my daughter's jointure; for no more 
Can I demand. 

MouH, But I can give thee more. 
For I will raife her ilatue in pure gold. 
That while Fertma by that name is known. 
There (hall no figure at that rate be pri3s*d. 
As that of true and faithful Juliet. 

Cap. As rich fhall Romeo by this lady lie. 
Poor facrifices of our enmity ! 

Prin^ A gloomy peace this morning with it brings. 
Let Rameei's man and let the boy attend us : 
We'll hence and farther fcan thefe iad difafters : 
Well may you mourn, my Lords, (now wife too late) 
Thefe tragic ifTues of your mutual hate : 
* From private feuds, what dire misfortunes flow ; 
Whatever the caufe, the fure efied is W O £. 



FINIS. 
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